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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



(As represented at the Theatre Royal Marylebone, Idth November, 1854. 
J. William Wallack, Esq., Lessee and Manager). 



An old Roundheadt and a 



Mastbb Vermont 



n oia iTouTianeaa^ ana a i 
Plotter, in Possession of\ Mr. Wilkins. 
Marston Hall . . . . f 



Maotbb Wildbbpatb {"^g^^f' f"'/^'^}MR. T. Robertson. 

Mabsftov (A Cavalier whose father fell at Naselnfy) Mr. W. Wallack. 

Fenton (A CavalieTy Friend to Marston,) . • Mr. £. F. Edgar. 

Gjluwell (A RtifflanfbutaManqfHonoTy) . Mr. G. Cooke. 

Trbmwell (Stetoard to Vermont,) Mr. Morris. 

Anthony (Servant to Vermont, a Rogue,) . • . Mr. W. Shalders. 

BoNViN (A Tapster,) Mr. W. Robertson. 

MEDLicoTEand ) tn v^ \ f Messsrs. Tanner 

Thornby ; • • (^«^«^^«>) • • -j and Hamilton. 

Cavaliers, Rounhbads, Domestics, &c. 

Juliet (Daughter of Vermont,) Mrs. W. Wallack. 

Margaret (Niece of Vermont,) Miss Cleveland. 

Maud (Waiting Woman,) Miss Fanny Williamson. 



Scene of Action 1663. 



This play cannot be performed either in London, 
or the country, without the express permission 
of the Author. 

Several passages and sentences are judiciously 
omitted in the representation. 



TO J. WILLIAM WALLACE, ESQ. 



Londofij November 29<A, 1854. 

My dbar Wallace, 

Born to an hereditary love of our 

noble National Drama, and imbued, from my cliildhood, 

with respect and admiration for the great Actors who 

have illustrated it, you may judge with what pride and 

gratification I dedicate a Play to you, who are so bravely, 

and ahnost singly fighting the fight of, what a few still 

dare to call, the National Drama. 

All honor be to you who, in a comparatively unknown 
Theatre, are devoting your best energies and your great 
talents to the leading of public taste, instead of pandering 
to its aberrations; and who are so manfdlly endeavouring 
to destroy that morbid excitement which appears to have 
taken the place of the refined and exalting emotions, which 
were wont to rise, when the great and the beautiful were 
pourtrayed by actors, who both understood and felt the 
passions they so ably represented. 

Let not any temporary want of success then divert you 
fix>m the honourable path you have chosen ; the love of the 
truthfolly sublime, of the beautiful, and of the pathetic, 
cannot be extinguished in the public heart. You will have 
the sympathies and the support of all those who believe in 
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the iiobic missinii of iLe Drama, and who natumlly turn 
wttli disgust from tbe nieretricioas and false id taste, and 
from tbe debasing in morals. 

Receive then, my dear Mr. and Mrs. Wallace, this 
mark of respect, not only as a testimonial, bat as a 
pledge. I feel I bave that within me which can pro- 
duce better efforts tban this, and I now know that whilst 
a^euret] of your onited aid, I may fearlessly " body forth " 
the highest flights of my imagination, with u certainty 
that they will meet with more tban justice in repre- 
sentatioD. Many a Dramatic Author lias sunk into oblivim 
for want of able and willing exponents ; but I, more fortu- 
nate, have found not merely secondaries, but artists of 
genius, who have charmed me into the belief that aoms 
truth and beauty exist in my creations. 

From the moment you entertained " Love and Xoya/(y," 
yon have both displayed high, discerning tasto in preparatory 
arrangements, together with a kindness towards myself, 
which has, I hope, made ua friends for ever. You took it 
up warmly, and threw such an amount of energy and 
wilHuffitesa into what you were pleased to call "a labour 
of love," as went far to secure the great success it other- 
wise could not have attained. 

Of the performance of my two cUof characters, " Marston" 
and " Juliet," I do not dare to apeak : a delighted public 
has pronounced sentence upon that ; and it is only left for 
me to hope, that the " stiil small voice" of ray grati- 
tude will be aa acceptable to you as the plaudits you 
have i-eceivcd. 

t tannot conclude this short Dcilication without ofiur- 
iiig my acknowlcdgmcnlfi to the Ladies and tientlemen 
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who have so ably supported you. There was an eagerness 
to doy and an unity of purpose, which delighted and affected 
me, and not only deserved but commanded success. Mr. Ed- 
QAB and Miss Cleveland threw their parts as strongly 
out from the shadow of the two principal characters as I could 
hope or eicpect. Mr. Shalders gave all possible pungency 
to the jokes of the rogue Anthony, and Mr. T. Robertson's 
judicious performance of a slight part leads me to hope 
I may some day offer him a better. But to particularize 
further, where all were honest and earnest in their endea- 
vours to please, would be invidious. I beg the whole of 
the Ciompany to receive my warmest thanks, not only for 
their exertions before the Audience, but for the friendly 
interest evinced by them in every stage of the preparations. 
Reverting to the principal object of this testimonial, 
from my heart, dear Wallace, I wish you all the good 
fortune you and your cause so richly deserve, and beg you 
to believe me. 

Your sincere friend, 

WM. JAMES ROBSON. 



LOVE AND LOYALTY. 



EMENDATA. 



Page 5 read 14th line from foot thus — Or doth assume 't, a caviller, and firets 

„ 5 ,, 12th „ ' „ To make his apLccn the sharper ; whets his wit 

„ 7 „ 12th „ „ That pale-faced seraph, 

„ 32 „ 8th line from top thus — Ilcr pulses throbb'd the music of her heart. 

„ 41 „ l4th „ „ Or, shall I cudgel him ? 

„ 49 „ 20th „ „ Adds one iota to the paragon, 

„ 49 „ 6th line from foot thus — I'm far more practical. Upon the earth 

„ 51 „ loth line from top thus— On Nasehy battle field. What do I here ? 

„ 54 „ 5th „ „ (To Verney) Give way thou one-week lord. (To Juliet) 

„ 5S „ 16th and 17th line from foot thus — 

AVliat ! think est thou, because I love that angel, I ■ • 

Would purchase her at such a devil's price. 
Page 58 read 12th line from foot thus— Upon my living self ? The very sun 
„ 71 „ 3 rd „ „ Were they both brands of fire, to cleave thy soul. 

„ 76 „ Yth line ftom foot thus — 

, To scorch— and kill — and — (sinks down) this is not right. 
Page 78 read 12th line from foot thus — Hath but a shorten'd lease ; his all is mine, 
„ 87 ., 7th line from top thus — To gather jewell'd good, would pass it by. 
„ 95 „ 10th line from foot thus— I will not ask thee what his lordship deemed 
„ 114 „ 11th line Arom foot thus — 

Upon thy life away ! That's well. Now go. 
If thou hast pity — art a gentlemen. 
Page 123 read 7th line from top thus— The seraphim yfj^ smile o'er this discarded deed 
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Were I the Thunderer, no Ganymede 

Should bead my bowl, while there were red lipp'd maids 

Laughing, like to hidden waterfalls, 

Within the reeling beauty of their curls — 

1 
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LOVE AND LOYALTY. 



ACT I. 

SCENE L 

JSkcterior of an Hostelry, Fenfwij Wilderpatey Cavaliers^ and 
Maud, Wilderpate lounging listlessly on bench Fenton 
holding his glass to Maud. 

Fenton. 
Fai, Hebe ! Fill ! 

Jove was a fool and Juno was a prude 

To banish from their court their blushing cupbearer. 

A loving star his golden network flung 

Along the Olympian floor of the gods, 

To snare the gentle music of her feet ; 

She tripped and fell ! 

Wilderpate. 
Ah! happy, happy star! 

Fenton. 
Loud laugh'd the gods, deep blush'd the goddesses 

Behind the taper'd lattice of their fingers ; 

But peacock Juno banished her the skies. 

Her dainty ankles fired the je-alous queen. 

Were I the Thunderer, no Ganymede 

Should bead my bowl, while there were red lipp'd maids 

Laughing, like to hidden waterfalls. 

Within the reeling beauty of their curls — 

1 
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WiLDERPATB. 

How poetical ! 
Woman and wine, Master Fenton, woman and wine ! 

Fbnton. 
Besides, the rustle of the petticoat, 

Fair Maud, that same sweet rustle is the twang 

Of Cupid's bow. Fill, Hebe I Fill ! The King ! 

Cavaliers, 
The King! 

Fenton. 
See how the sunbeams nestle in the flood ! 

To day is dedicate to joy. Up, lads ! 

This very day five years ago. Old Noll 

Departed for 

Wilderpate. 

Old Nick ! 

Fenton. 
Master Wilderpate, you're a genius ! 
How comes it, man, wine fires thee not, " but sleeps 
A lazy laggard in thy veins." 'Sblood, sir ! {slapping his hack) 
Who spares his wine, and is not charged 'ere noon 
With ruby Bacchus to the very bung, 
I challenge him as traitor to the State ! 
The King! 

For he lives 'mid his Court, 
As an English King ought, 
In pleasure and loTe and in revelry. 

Nectar without Ambrosia I 
By the leg o' Venus, Fll have a kiss. 

[Lays hold of Maud^ attempts to hiss her. 

Enter Bonvin. 

BONVIN. 

How now, gentlemen ? How now, minx ? \Exit Maud. 

Fenton and Cavaliers. 

'^ In pleasure and We and in revelry." 
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BONVIN. 

Master Fenton ! Master Fenton ! 

Fenton. 

Drink ! Drink ! 

BONVIN. 

You'll turn my young girl's head, and make her think 
her lips are banks for every butterfly to settle on. 

Fenton. 
So they are, my Prince of Tapsters ! So they are. The lips 
of a Tapster's daughter are free, or ought to be, as hedge- 
row to the bee. 

WiLDERPATB. 

So they are — so they ought to — so shall be. 

Fenton. 
Tush ! Tush 1 ne'er redden like a turkey cock ; they bring 

customers. Drink 1 By Silenus, if you're sober in an hour, 

ril drown you in one of your butts of canary, and make 

your daughter's lips chirrup music to your gurgle. 

BONVIN. 

You're a merry gentleman. Master Fenton. {Enter Anthony.) 
Here's an honest knave hath a letter for you. 

[Exit Bonvin, 

Anthony. 
An honest knave ! As honesty and knavery, like "yes" and 

*' no," nullify one another, my qualities are negative. Master 
Bonvin ! Master Bonvin ! I'm a Turk if this be not Chris- 
tian drink. 

Fenton {aside). 
From Marston ! Who gave thee this ? 

Anthony. 
A tall good man I met upon the way ; tall in respect of 

his inches, good in respect of his liberality ; goodness being 

equivalent to a Jacobus. 
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Fenton. 
How ugly faces become handsome ones when the bearers 

of them bring good news. 

Anthony. 
Yes, worthy sir, yes ; this same " good news" is a mon- 
strous flattering portrait painter. 

Fenton. 
And purse emptier. Here's for thee. 

Anthony. 
What an exceedingly beautiful face His Majesty hath ; no 

wonder the ladies love to gaze upon it — on gold. No limner 

like the mint. 

Re-enter Bonvin. 

BONVIN, 

Gentlemen, the pasty waits. [Exit. 

WiLDERPATB. 

The only words of sense I've heard this day. Come, 
gentlemen, the pasty's large ; the more the merrier company. 

Anthony. 
Exceptions to that rule : one hand in a pocket ; one mouth 

over a bottle ; and 

WiLDBRPATB. 

One fool in a company. \_Exit, 

Anthony. 
Therefore hath he made his exit. A wasp's sting from a 
gadfly's tail. A coxcomb's brain hath engendered a modi- 
cum of wit. I'll go tell the parish clerk. [Exit. 

Fenton. 
You remember Marston ? 

Medlicote. 
We fought with him in Italy. 

Fenton. 
You all remember that his Father fell 
At Naseby fight. The boy escaped to France ; 
And 'ere his beard had writ him twenty years, 
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Had won from gallant men approved regard ; 
Promotion followed quick. But round the watch fire oft, 
When night was still and flickering tongues of flame 
In broken whispers told him of the past, 
Fve heard him pine to see his native land. 
He hath returned to find his Father's home 
Bestowed upon his House's enemy. 

Medlicotb. 
Vermont ? 

Thornby. 
The Puritan ? 

Fenton. 

The same. 

Medlicote. 
He will demand it back ? 

Fenton. 
I cannot tell. 
His humour is much changed, and for the worse. 
Once buoyant, frank and free, the very air 
Less limber than his heart, he hath become, 
Or doth assume t' It, a caviller, and frets 
At accident ; shuns men, devours grief. 
To make his spleen the sharper ; wets his wit 
On graver crimes to lance small faults. 
But see — he comes — mark him. 

Enter Marston^ turning a piece of money, 

Marston. 
I've turned it, returned it, and turned it again. 

Before I was a man of BuflF and Belial, 

When I besieged a puppet in a drum. 

Then my dear grandam, worthy quaint old soul. 

Taught me that gold turned in the young moon's eye. 

Would for a month keep gaunt starvation from 

The leanest purse. 
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I've seen the moon a pallid arc of pearl 

Set in the glorious sapphire of the sun's 

Diurnal chariot-ground ; his fiery nostrilled steeds 

Have not yet flamed her from her bed-chamber. 

I must have many friends and trifling wants 

If thou, thou golden mocker of poor men, 

Last'st me a month : — ^a month ! — 'ere that hath past, 

The leaden foot of grief will trample on 

The heart's fresh thoughts, as doth the ploughman's heel 

Upon the tender grass, and leave them black. 

What's that to me ? 

Thou gingling whirligig ! Thou arm of theft ! 

Thou sword of murder ! Maiden-heart breaker ! 

Thou fostered adder ! — 

[_Takes money up as if to throw it away. 
Nay ! nay ! thou can'st do something. I will buy 
The tears of some poor ragged beggary 
To balm the wounds of my gentility ! 
There is a living blessing in a beggar's thanks. 

\_Throws up the momy. 

Fbnton {springing forward). 
Headsl 

Marston {without looking up). 

Tails ! Heads, by the horns of Jupiter ! 

Take it. The devil give you joy of it. 

Thou lying moon ! What, Ned ! is't thou, 

My prince of good fellows ? 

Ha ! Master Medlicote ! Thomby, your hand ! 

Zounds, sirs, my heart's blood leaps at sight of ye. 

Cavaliers. 
Welcome to England. 

Marston. 

Well— come ! HI come ! better back again. 

There gold and fame, twin brothers, waited on 

The soldier's sword — but out on't, here, 
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There's neither fighting, fame nor gold, Sa ! Sa ! 
Lack of action rusts me. 

Fbnton. 
Wash down thy passion, noble Colonel, 
With a flagon of canary. Wilt Drink ? 

Mabston. 
Will I drink ! WiU I drink ! Old care-killer, 

Thy purple wave hath borne into the sea 

Of blessed forgetfulness, full many a barque. 

Deep freighted with a bitter merchandize. 

My friends — ^^ Success to Beggary" 

Fbnton and Cavaliers. 
" Success to beggary " 

Marston. 
And now the news ? 

Fbnton. 

None. 

Marston. 
None ! Fve gathered news as magpies gather sticks. 
I heard that Truth had left her well to sit 
Upon the forehead of a Puritan : 
That honesty had struck a league with poverty, 
And wealth believed it : that charity. 
That pale-faced seraphin, 
So long a pilgrim on this bleak, cold waste, 
Had found a human heart to nestle in. 

Fbnton. 
Then rumour lied. 

Marston. 

Why not, she hath a tongue ? 

Fbnton. 
Marston, this vein becomes thee not, 

'Tis only fools — 

Marston. 
What am I ? 



L' 



8 LOVE AND LOYALTY. [act 

Fenton. 
Pshaw ! 

Marston. 
That's true. 
Am not I plague-touched poor ? And so must be 
Apparell'd in the bankrupt's garb of mirth 
To *scape the pillory of rich men's scorn ? 
For 'tis a merry thing to be the post 
For money bags to rap against. Look Sirs — 
A troubled infancy, a youth of care, 
A manhood lurching on a drifting sea, 
Blown hither, thither, fortune's shuttlecock, 
With not a feather left to balance me, 
With not a happy thought to gladden me. 
With no " God bless you" waiting on my steps — 
Blank! Blank! 

Fenton. 
Not so. 

Marston. 
Not so ! What then, dear Ned ? 
There stands my father's house— and here stand I — 

Fenton. 
And here stand I, — sword, person, credit, purse. 

Mbdlicotb. 
SoL 

Thornby. 

AndL 

Marston, {much affected, btU laughing), 

Buenos comarados 1 (ShaJces them by tlie hand^ 

Put up your money, for 111 none of it ; 

But I will keep your kindnesses so casketed. 

That spendthrift though I be, they'll last my life. 

The world 's a good world after all ! 

A kindly human face's the loveliest thing 

A poor man gazes on. Another cup 

And— 
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Fenton. 
Then? 

Marston. 
Live on a soldier's credit for a month. 

Fenton. 

And then ? 
Marston. 
To arms again, nor let the polished blade 
Of my fresh youth grow rust with idleness. 
To arms ! Dare grief to meet me i' the breach, 
And 

Enter Wilderpatey with a napkin under his chin. 

WiLDERPATE. 

Master Fenton, thou hast used me ill. 
Did not I freely ask thy company ? 
Didst not thou promise me ? and hast thou come ? 
The pasty's cold ; the cook's enraged and I — 

Marston. 
WeD, who art thou ? Fore Hercules, my lad, 
Thou'rt rarely tricked. Fresh from that sutler, war, 
I feel ill-feathered by so fine a bird. 
Who's thy tailor, sir ? 

WiLDBRPATB. 

One Daniel Threadanstich ; and I created him. 

Marston. 

Created him ? 

WiLDERPATE. 

Yes. From a botch, I made a man of him, 
For great men's favors better poor men's gold. 
I wear his clothes — that brings him customers. 

Marston. 
Aye, Daniel's walking sign. 

WiLDERPATE. 

Dost flout at me ? 
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10 LOVE AND LOYALTY. [act i. 

Marston {to Fenton). 
Canary, Ned, to wash this civet down. 

WiLDBRPATE. 

What sayest thou ? 
Marston. 
The Khan of Tartary's beard hath grown three feet 
Since Yesterday. 

WiLDBRPATE. 

Sirrah ! Clown ! 

Fenton. 

Gentlemen ! 

Marston. 
Pshaw, man ! he's but his tailor's block. 
And so not equal to a ninth. 

WiLDBRPATE. 

When I have dined, I'll fight with thee, and prove 

This sword, though wielded by a ninth, has point 

Enough to spit a goose ; abide me, sir. \_JEIxit into Hostelry. 

Marston. 
Who'd think that bubble had a body in't ? 

Fenton. 
The scabbard 's tinsel, but Fve known worse blades. 

Marston. 
He's one of those who'll couch at ladies' lips 

With compliments, but never break a lance 
Upon the fulness of their rubies. 

Fenton. 

Be serious. 
Marston. 
Nought—hath a merry heart. 

Fenton. 

Wilt thou marry ? 

Marston. 

Would'st have me wed your wealthy city dame. 

To be a sct-oflF to her money bags ? 
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Who'd balance gold against a coronet, 

Her youthful heart Against shameless vanity, 

Her good fair fame 'gainst titled wretchedness ? 

Fenton. 
Gallop apace ! 

Marston. 

Or would'st that I should raise my hand to pluck 

The cherished beauty from a noble stock. 

And drag her down to cheerless poverty : 

Rob her rest of holy dreams, and make her eyes 

The wells for bitter tears ; and in her heart 

Implant a sore beyond all medicine : 

Mayhap to make myself a pander to 

That finger'd moth — ^home dishonour. 

Such things are done, and then call'd love ! 

Fenton. 

m find for thee a fair and virtuous wife, 

Sweet flesh and blood, soul on her brow, 

liove in her heart — 

Marston. 

Rich ? 

Fenton. 
Very Rich. 
Marston, 

Then marry her. 

Fenton. 
Her Mind — 
Marston. 

Mind in a woman ! Tush ! Face, figure, air, 
A pleasant eye, a voice would tune a lute, 
A bosom shame the snow, a form the swan's. 
When it doth walk its native element, 
A neck to carry pearls, a brow a diadem : 
These make a woman beautiful. But mind ! 
A village wench, brown as a shock of wheat. 
May have a znind. 
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Fbnton. 
Art thou serious ? 

Marston. 

As an Abbott. 
The arrow is not feather'd that will fly 
To this heart's white. Why, sirs, I've been in Spain, . 
Where sparkling beauty, like to Jason's fleece, 
Resplendent hangs for him who dares the wrath 
Of dragons, fiercer than Medea spiced. 
In Italy, that cynosure of lands ; 
Where women cluster like to purple grapes. 
Rich in their own exceeding loveliness ; 
Where heart leaps into heart, 'ere well the eye 
Hath glanced to eye : and yet I am unscathed. 
The fruit, I found in plucking, lost its bloom. 

Fenton. 
Oh ! I could beat this humour out of thee, 
And feel it were doing thee a charity. 
Thy dress bespeaks thy mind. 

Marston. 
Tatters ! Tatters, both, 
A careless dress speaks eloquently true 
Of fallen fortunes. Your outward respect 
Is a vane, that points the inside weather. 
Within my heart Fve raised an image, which. 
When into life 'tis fired, as erst Pygmalion's was, 
Then will I love like him : but until then, 
Jack of Leyden's Marriage for me — 
Made to day and broke to morrow. But come, 
The pasty waits. I will eat with thee : ctiiik with thee : 
Laugh with thee : fight for thee : do what thou wilt with thee, 
Save marry. No — no — ^no — ^no wife ! [Exeunt. 
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SCENE IL 

A Chamber in Marston Hall. 

Eater Vermont (speaking) and Tremwelh 

Vermont. 
I tell thee, Tremwell, that when Cromwell was 
The head supreme, then spared I not my blood 
And richest means to further him. 
An opportunity well marked, I asked reward. 
Full ripe in place, he gave me choice. 

Tremwell. 
And you chose Marston Hall ? 

Vermont. 
I did. While yet a boy I learned to fear 
These walls, and grew to hate the man — 
Gods they were thought. 
Envy grew on hate. I gave them insolence : 
They gave me blows. I swore revenge, Tremwell, 
I have had it. I laid the axe about 
The roots of this proud race. It fell, and I, 
The boy, lash'd, scom'd, am now the Master o'er 
These varied lands. 

Tremwell. 
And so you wed your daughter Juliet 
To this court favourite ? 

Vermont. 
Perhaps I may — may not. 
He is in favor with the King — ^and if 
Content to be, the what I am, he holds 
Me safe these lands, which tremble in my grasp, 
My daughter's charms, shall be a rock on which 
I will arect a citadel so strong, 
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That it shall stand the shock of every storm 
That rages o'er the sea of politics. 

Tremwbll. 
There is no heir. The Sire at Naseby fell. 
The Son was tracked to France ; and there^ 'twas said, 
He died, 

Vermont. 
'Twas said, but where's assurance oft ? 
No heir ! Why there are thousands hanging round 
The Throne of Charles, would swear a Cousinship 
Unto the fiend, to gain such heritage. 
And, mark me, Tremwell, that which Cromwell gave 
This Tarquin King may seize, to fill the lap 
Of some foul Cressida. Prepare the deeds, 
They may be wanted instantly — they may — 
Hark ! my daughter's voice. That door. 

[JSxit Tremwell. Vermont draws aside. 

Enter Juliet and Margaret. 

Margaret. 
Nay, Juliet ! dear Coz ! 'tis now past noon. 
And since upon the dial's face the sun told ten, 
I have not seen thee smile. What ails thee, Coz ? 

Juliet. 
I know not, Meg. We women most are apt 
To have strange fantasies. We sometimes sigh. 
And sometimes smile, and sometimes weep, and ask'd 
The reason why, we give our woman's one, 
" Because we do." 

Margaret. 
The best of reasons too ! 
To give a better were to lose our privilege. 

Juliet {sits daion.) 
Let this content thee, Meg. 
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Mabgabet. 
Thou art not well. Beware this traitor grief, 
Who drops his tears upon the human heart, 
As May mom doth its dew on flowers' heads, 
Their beauty making dreamlike beautiful. 
But if they linger there, not surer doth 
December freeze the dew-drops into hail. 
And bruise, and kill, and crush them into death. 

Juliet. 
But, Meg, no flower blooms in Winter time. 

Save that which braves the hailstone, and defies 

The freezing breath from Winter's icy throat : 

So Heaven loads us all as we can bear. 

Enough of thi& What think'st thou of him ? 

Margaret. 
BUm ! Hey day ! if there's a " Him " in the case, 

Good morrow, Coz ! " Him," who ? 

Juliet. 

This Lord. 

Margaret. 
This Lord. Sa ! Sa I my Lady Juliet, 

Would'st wear a coronet ? This Lord hath been 

The architect of sighs, the pilferer 

Who stole the red away, and made the hush 

Of evening sweet to thee, as deep woods 

Are lo nightingales? Fie ! Fie ! 

Juliet. 
Meg! 

Margaret. 

Juliet ! The arrow to the very feather ! 
Oh ! Cupid, could'st not thou have sent thy shaft 
To any other white, and spared me Juliet ? 
Good bye to pleasant intercourse. Farewell 
Old sweet companionship, and whisperings 
Of tenderness. Oh ! this vile " Him !" 
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Juliet. 
Thou haat not said, what thou dost think of him. 

Margaret. 
An intruder he upon our Company. 

I do not like him, Coz : nay, hate him, Coz. 

Fd whip him from the lists of love. He'll pluck 

A feather from Sir Cupid's wing, and plant it in 

The plume of his nobility, and say, 

" Come love us, we do condescend." 

Fll none of him. I'd have a rougher man. 

Bold, ruggeder ; whose inequalities 

Are qualities by which to climb into his heart. 

Juliet. 
And such a man is Fenton, Meg ? 

Margaret. 
And such a man is Fenton, Juliet ! 

Behold I love, and yet I do not blush, 

Confessing it. Where I do love, I dare 

Avow that love— forbid — can die for it. 

This Lord affects you, Coz. 

{Re-enter Vermont) 

Juliet. 

I think he does. 

Margaret. 

You do not love him ? No. Then wed him not. 

Nay, thou shalt not. [Vermont holes over their shoulders. 

Vermont. 
How very good of you. 

I think your flower bed needs watering, 

Your spaniel food, your hawk a flight. I think 

That Fenton waits, so you can blush ? Your cheek 

Belies your tongue. "We'll spare your company. 

Margaret. 
Thank you. Uncle. " How very good of you." 
(Adde) She shall not marry him. {ExU. 



-J 
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Vermont. 
Thy cousin, Juliet, hath a wanton tongue. 
It must be curb'd ; her blood's unruly, and — 

Juliet. 
There's not a thought in cousin Margaret*s heart 

That her sweet voice should shame to syllable. 

Vermont. 
Woman praises woman. I question much 

Of Margaret^s desert. — Juliet. 

Juliet. 
Father. 

Vermont. 

That's short. 

Juliet. 

To her who hath no mother, there's a world 

Within the compass of that word. 

Vermont. 

And I 

Will find thee, wench, a dearer, newer word, 

A " husband," girl. What, mounts the crimson blood? 

That's well. As Autumn buds thrust oflF dead leaves, 

So shall this newer love thrust old love forth. 

Juliet. 
Would'st thou be so thrust forth ? Oh ! say not so. 

Love chill'd to duty is a weary debt. 
Too often paid begrudgingly, too oft 
Not paid at all. I owe you all a child 
Delights to owe. I should be bankrupted 
Discharging it. I care not to marry. 
Nay, do not frown, I am so happy 'mid 
These rev'rend woods, with fancies beautiful. 
And cousin Margaret for playfellow. 

Vermont. 
A pest on cousin Margaret. 
rU wed thee nobly, girl. 
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Juliet. 
And happily ? 
Vermont. 
Aye, wed, and nobly wed, is wedding happily. 
Thou'rt married twice, the man and dignity. 
Sprung from the scoflF'd inheritors of toil. 
The serfs of titled heads and hollow hearts. 
The daughter of the poor, despised — 

Juliet. 

Father ! 

Vermont. 

Puritan, 

Shall reach her hand and grasp a coronet. 

Aye, further still, thine offspring twining in 

With Dukes and Marquises, mayhap Princes, 

Shall make me ancestor a line of Kings. 

That brow wiU gra«e a coronet, aye, it wiU- 

No words, it shall : and thou,^ exalt, shall bring 

The lordly nothings to thy knee, and make 

Thy beauty like a diamond flame amid 

The pallid pearls of aristocracy. 

Juliet. 
My heart the while ? 

Vermont. 
Keep it enshrined within 

The casket of thy loveliness. Love is a dream 

And thou — 

Juliet. 

A foolish dreamer, who did dream 

It was a waking joy : as well pluck out 

The primrose from the May Queen's coronal, 

As love from out the circle of the ring. 

Vermont. 
Think on power, place, precedence. 



I 
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Juliet. 
And a broken heart. 

Vbbmont. 
A broken heart ! 
Enough, for thou shalt marry him, thou shalt. 
The same court lord who is not rough enough 
For cousin Margaret. Fve pledged my word. 

[Q-oing. Juliet stops him. 

Juliet. 
Father ! 

Vermont. 
My Lady Countess ! 

Juliet. 

Think of this. 

Vermont. 

I have. [Exit, 

Juliet. 
And this the firuit of it. Ha ! 

Lord Vbrnby (without). 

My horse within the hour. 

Juliet. 
AJas ! poor horse. Alas ! far poorer wife. 

(JSnter Lord Verney.) 
Lord Verney. 
Sweetest lady ! nay, do not frown on me ; 

For didst thou wear, which in my eye thou dost. 
The crown of loveliness, and wert begirt 
With that rich zone which circled Venus 
When she won the guerdon from the Trojan boy. 

Still thou art woman, and 

Juliet. 

So must bear the telling of it. 

Lord Verney. 
Come not I sanctified — 

Juliet. 
Sanctified ! 



20 LOVE AND LOYALTY. [act i. 

Lord Vernby. 
With thy father's will ? 
I am a humble pleader for your hand, 
And with that hand^ all valueless without, 
Your maiden heart. 

Juliet. 
You came but yesterday. 
Springs love so quick ? 

Lord Verney. 
Listant — ^is not — then is. 
The lightning leaping from the clouds to earth ! 
It gives to rudest tongue true eloquence ; 
To discord harmony. But I will wait 
Till from indiflference love shall spring forth. 

Juliet. 
It will not 

Lord Verney. 

Not! 

Juliet. 

You ask my heart. My answer : 

When H has found its fellow then will it go 

Without my giving it. 

Lord Verney. 
That's proudly said. 

Juliet. 
Truth never measures terms. 

Lord Vernby (harshly). 
Lady I (Juliet starts ^ he recovers himself.) 
Nay, be not harsh. There's nothing on the earth 
I would not barter for thy rarer love, 
Rich jewels, strings of pearls, sweet essences. 
Listen ! 

Juliet. 
So I do. {aside) How poor a thing I feel, 
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That this strong man should deem me but a merchandize, 
The prize of him who bids with tongue most lavish. 

Lord Vbrnby. 
Juliet! 

Juliet (aside.) 

Sisters ! Sisters ! Ye have taught me this ? 

Go double all the world's great wealth, quadruple that, 

Then bribe the earth to throw a fountain up. 

To woman love is life ; with her it is a sea ; 

While to proud man, 'tis but a rivulet: 

It is man's Earth; 'tis woman's Universe. 

Lord Vbrney. 

Lady! 

Juliet. 

One honest beat that from an honest heart, 

Although that heart were cover'd o'er by rags, 

More prized by me than all this proud array 

Which thou, or any slave, would bid for love, 

That essence of his Grod. 

Lord Vbrnby. 
Hear me. 

Juliet. 
Away ! My heart's not saleable ! 

Lord Vbrnby. 

Juliet! 

Juliet. 

Bid money for the winds. 
Love, my Lord, love is no merchandize. \_Hiit. 

Lord Vbrney. 
On my word a most bewitching lady. 

Besides her lands, how beautiful she looks, 

When in her face I spy her rich estates. 

{Enter Anthony) 

Anthony. 
Your horse, by Lord, your horse. 
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Lord Vbrney. 
And yrho art thou? 

Anthony. 
Your Lordship's most humhle, most obsequious, most 

trusty servant. 

Lord Vernby. 

Sober for a ducat. 

Anthony. 
The ducat's safe, my Lord, in your Lordship's pocket, as 

the key of the cellar is in that of the steward's. 

Lord Verney. 
Honest, without doubt. 

Anthony. 
Look in my face, my Lord. 

Lord Vbrney. 
Knavery in every wrinkle. 

Anthony. 
I never knew before, my Lord, that my face was a looking 

glass. 

Lord Verney. 
Lisolent ; lead the way, 

Anthony. 
An' I lead the way, my Lord. I fear that your Lordship, 
and I, and the way, would quickly lose ourselves. Pray you 
pardon me, but heard I not fair mistress Juliet ? A woman's 
tongue, my Lord, — heed that step, my Lcord — ^pierces like an 
awl ; cuts like a razor ; jag slike a saw. This way, my 
Lord. I will not amplify — this way. [JExeunt 
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SCENE m. 

Marston Cott<ige. A stream in the distance. 
Mar Stan trimming a fly. 

Marston. 
This fly will cozen thee, good neighbour trout. 
IVe known worse baits cheat wiser fools. 
IVe trod the river's marshy banks and thought, 
A thousand times, as its soft ripples tripped 
Their ceaseless measure to the sea, that men 
Were like to trout Your sirs of dignity. 
Fenced round by state, like some twelve-pounder hid 
Amongst the weeds and eddies of the stream, 
Launch sudden forth and swallow at a gulp 
The &y that haunt the shallows. 
Then which of us is not a gaping fool, 
The seeming taking for reality? 

Swim! swim I you trout. Swim! swim! you Adamite; 
One leaps at flies, the other at a bait 
Thrown by the devil's hand — gold, women, wine. 
Each jumps peculiar in his taste — is hooked. 
Netted, landed! Is not this chronicled? {Throws the line,) 
So, Master Ned, thou'dst stitch me to a petticoat, 
To fringe with silver lace, my frayed nobility ? 
Out on your woman gear I Give me my sword. 
The shout of foemen, and the neigh of steed ! 
True heart, bold wit, good wine, one friend, and one — 
Stay^one mistress ? Plurality in them 
Is not so nauseous. No, not one mistress. 
Sola ! A step ; woman's by the music. 
True. She comes — followed. {Draws aside.) 
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{Enter Juliet j followed by Lord Verney.) 

Lord Vernby. 
So ! caged at last. 

Juliet. 
This is most insolent. 

Verney. 
How thy fresh beauty lights this peasant's cot. 

Marston {aside). 
Abuse my citadel ! 

Vernby. 
The wooing air 

Hath kissed a colour on thy cheek. 

Were I the air — {Approaches her.) 

Juliet. 
Stand back, my Lord. 

Marston {aside). 

A Lord! 

Another from the mushroom-bed of courts. 

Verney. 
Thy hand, if not thy cheek. {Approaches nearer.) 

Marston. 
Grods ! she'll hit him ! 

Verney. 
I must impress one kiss upon that hand. 

Marston {coming forward and offering his hand). 
Kiss mine, my Lord, kiss mine. 'Tis true, 'tis not 
Surpassing white, but 'tis honest and that 
May count for something worth. Down on thy knees 
And honour honesty with one fond kiss. 

Verney. 
And who art thou who dar'st — 

Marston. 
Dar'st, that's well put. 
I am a splinter reft from nature's block ; 
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Passable enough, so my tailor says ; 
Foolish enough, phime I, for I am poor. 
And that is very foolishness. 

Vernby. 
Witty. 

Marston. 
Another proof of foolishness : for wit 

Hath scarce a friend to brag about. 

Vernby. 

Enough. 

Marston. 
Granted. 

Verney. 
We wait your absence, sir. 

Marston. 

Do WE ! 

Fm sure that's false — a jangle in the chime of truth. 

Verney. 
False! 

Marston. 
False, or I am no -ffidipus. 
Rein in, my Lord. You shall have license presently. 
Sweet one, for sweet I will be sworn thou art. 
Or this gay wasp would buzz another track, 
Is't thy good will that I depart ? 

Juliet. 
No! no! as you're a gentleman. 

Marston (bowing). 

Madam, lam 

A gentleman. My Lord, one word with you ; 

The door ! the door ! — See yonder level glade, 

A walk I'd recommend to any one, 

Where he may chew, and cogitate, and find 

Blue-bells, acorn cups, and his way homewards. 

Not move ! My sword — 
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Vbbnby, 
Thy sword ! Wouldst draw on me ? 

Marston. 
Why not ? Is " me " so very terrible ! 
I see no Gorgon in thy looks. Not gone ! 
What, thou a nobleman ! I'll not believe it, 
And if thou art, thou'rt fresh from title's mint, 
A spaniel, or a mistress cast the die. 
Thou hast insulted, sir, beneath my roof. 
This peasants cotj a woman, sir. A man 
Who loved his mother, and within whose heart 
There lives one spark of olden tenderness. 
Becomes a matricide of memory, 
A very dog of base ingratitude, a beast. 
If he stand like a block, while some rude clown 
Insults the sex of her who bore him. 
There stands the maiden. Lord, since so thou art, 
Her dainty bosom beating wild with fear, 
Lay but thine hand on her, or dare with ribald tongue 
To raise one blush, and I will so affront 
Thy new nobility, that thou — 

Vbrnby (draws). 
Enough ! 

I'll prove this new nobility can beat 

The currish spirit from the man who boasts 

A pedigree of churls. 

Marston. 
Fear not, sweet dame, 

ril harm him not. His is the carpet play, 
Not made to strike on battle fields. Sola ! 

(He disarms Vemey). 
Thou canst not even fence, and if thou wert 
The prince of foils and masks, and carte and tierce 
Came pat to thee as eating, never risk 
Thy swordsmanship 'gainst woman and the right. 
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Why, in such quarrel, J would take a straw 
From this 'poor peasants cot^ and armed with it, 
rd make thy very ribs cry quarter as 
I rapp'd at them. 

Vernby. 
You know me not. 

Marston. 
But little. And that little not to my taste. 

Vernby. 
When next we meet, you'll like me less. {Exit Vemey.) 

Marston. 
Impossible. {Apjn'oaches Juliet) Madam — 

Juliet. 

How can I thank you, sir ? 

Marston. 

Thank me ! 

Fd have no thanks, if with those thanks you would 

Repay a debt that makes me happiest 

Incurring it. Youll let me look on you, 

The instrument must needs be beautiful 

When it discourseth such a melody. 

Juliet. 
Your argument is false, or nightingales 

Would outvie peacocks in their loveliness; 

Or peacocks sing more sweet than nightingales. 

Marston. 
What's good is beautiful : I'll swear thou'rt good. 

Therefore beautiful. 

Juliet. 
Thy thoughts are kindly. 

Marston. 
Thought writes a volume full where stubborn fact 

Will scarce indite a line. I'll think thee fair. 

And thought, more kind than thou, hath lifted up 

That envious veil, and like a cloudless star 
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That smileth on the vacant gulf of night, 
Thy sweet imagined excellence hath sooth'd 
The rugged darkness of my heart, and brought 
A light 't has long been stranger to. 

Juliet. 

Thou'rt unhappy ? 

Marston. 
No, Fm very happy, happy as thou'rt fair. 

Juliet. 
I am as Nature made me, sir ; and though 
I dare not cavil at her handywork, 
I yet dare say there are thousands fairer. 

Marston. 
rd carry on a war of words with you, 
But that I should be over insolent. 
Lady, there is a wandering tress peeps out 
That, as a sunbeam starting from a cloud, 
Betrays the splendour of the hidden light. 
Thou'lt give it me. I'll shrine it on my heart, 
A charm to save from evil eyes and thoughts. 
See you the glass ? 

Juliet (aside). 

He is a gentleman ; 
I cannot say him nay, and yet for shame 
Dare not give it ; and yet he fought for me. 

Marston {aside). 
She hesitates ; the ringlet's mine. 

Juliet (aside). 
Why should I be ashamed to do what is 
Within itself so innocent ? The gift is poor. 
When poised against the deed that loosed his tongue 
To ask for it; yet 'twill make him richer. (To Mars. 

Li jest — 
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Mabston. 
1^1 not have it. Such jests are like 
Those played by schoolboys on Old .^Bsop's frogs. 

Juliet (aside). 
I'll give the curl (goes to glass). 

Marston (aside). 
A glass will draw a woman as 'twill larks. 
Woman ! Woman ! ( To Juliet) Why feed those eyes that hseve 

(Gives Juliet Ids dagger.) 
So often fed, and let mine, starving, starve. (Looks over her 
'Tis angel gazing back on mortal loveliness. [shoulder) 

Juliet. 
Oh! Shame! 

Marston. 
To gaze on thee and not to kneel, 

Tis so. (Kneels.) See, I am down, low as the earth ; 

(Takes the ringlet.) 
Make me thine earth, and bend thine eyes on me. 
DBut pardon me my rude unmanner'd speech, 
Not used to pitch the cadences of peace, 
IBred i' the wars, my voice attuned to match 

Tie trumpet's bray 

Juliet. 
Thou art a soldier then ? 

Marston. 
U am. Till now I gloried in the name. 

Uily father was a loyal gentleman, 
^And so at Naseby fell. My father's son, 
^}atlanded, poor, is still a gentleman. 

Juliet. 
H am sure of that. I would be grateful, sir. 

Marston. 
Tlou canst be so. 

Juliet. 
^y father's mansion, topping yonder hill, 

"Would be most honor'd in a guest who saved 

T!he honor of its master's daughter. 
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Marston (aside). 
Her Father ! House ! 

Juliet. 
You will visit us ? 

Marston (aside). 
What pang is this ? I would her face had been 
Medusa-like, reducing me to stone, 
'Ere it had brought this melting fit on me. 

Juliet. 
Thou art wounded ? 

Marston. 
Aye, to the very heart. 

Those eyes have done more mischief in a glance 

Than hostile swords from twenty such as he. 

Juliet (who has taken flowers from tabU). 
Farewell, you'll visit us ? 

Marston. 

Visit you ? Yes. 
When ? Now ? Oh ! yes, to day — all time. 
What love those eyes the flower cups so much 
They cannot look from happy them to me ? 
Thi. U . rider beam, S. e,a 
When it proclaimeth truth than all the gems 
That grow on Flora's front. 

Juliet. 
Farewell ! 

Marston (aside). 
There was a touch of sadness in that note 
Farewell ! No, not from thee to me, for that 
Were banishment. You'll let me drop one kiss 
Upon thine hand. (Kisses it.) Oh could I dare to hope 
That these rude lips the first that tinged this white. 

Juliet (eagerly). 
They are. 
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More daring stilly to hope no lip 
But mine shall blnsh this lily leaf. 

Juliet. 
Farewell ! {Aside,) I cannot speak to him. [JEicit Jtdiei. 

Mabston (solus). 
What ! Gh>ne ! How dark it is, iiie son's eclipsed. 
What have I said ? What done ? My Father's house ! 
So that sweet bell tolled out discordant truth. 
Shall I go on ? He is a Puritan 
And fought against a King ? That's danmable ! 
The daughter of a cut-throat murderer 
May have a heart as gentle as a dove, 
And live redeemed. Shall she be then cast forth ? 
My father's death ! She kill'd him not. Her voice 
Had made a very devil merciful. 
I am not a coward, nor would be remarked 
As blunt and dull to antecedent wrong. 
For there's a bugbear, called consistency. 
Which dare not snap the chain it forged. 
Though it may crack and strain with altered circumstance. 
And proved fault. Am I a slave to it ? 
If I would taste the sweets and comfortings, 
I must forego the sense of these unburied wrongs. 
Nor let old sores breed present pains. I will. 
Li putting by the mem'ry of an ill, 
I <4 a grave to bury miery. 
Oh ! how the vision of a lovely face 
Hath wrought these thoughts in me, and scared away 
The raven from the carrion of my mind. 
How it hath coloured up the argimient 
Which else had been unqualified and dead. 
To look on beauty perfected by good 
Is gazing on an angel mirroring 
Within the crystal of her purity 



32 LOVE AND LOYALTY. [act i. 

The phalanx of our dark iniquities, 

Which, not subdued or seeing them, 

Is adding blackness to our blacknesses. 

I will cut no more throats to please Sir Fashion. 

Thus with her lily hand I brush away 

The old Ephemera, and with love's amulet 

I'll fight that devil, bad Consistency. 

Why she's alone. I here ! I'll after her ! 

Her rich and ample blood spoke in her veins. 

Her pulse throbb'd the music of her heart. 

Fenton, I'll marry. (Looks out.) She lingers — 

Fenton, Isay— (^Arotc;5 rod afom^) sticks and threads ! she's gone. 

I'll trace her by the sweets the flowers threw 

To welcome her ! 

{A line twists round his feet ^ he breaks it to pieces,) 
Death ! Furies ! Fenton, Fll marry ! 
Sweet Paradise, I come. [Exit, 



END OF ACT I. 
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ACT n. 

SCENE L 

A Boom in FentovCs Rome. Marston discovered dressing 
himself before a glass in the height of fashion. Fenton 
laughing at him. 

Mabston. 
Cupid fire the point ! it sets not well. 

Fbnton. 

Very well. 

Mabston. 
This mffle 's full enough ? 

Fenton. 
Very full. 

Marston. 
This cloak you wore when Charles was throned. 

I never look'd so 31. How do I look ? 

Fbnton. 
Caught ! Caught ! laid fairly by the heels ; 

The distaflfs threads have tripp'd up Hercules. 

Tis exquisite. " As much of pasty as you will, 

But no — ^no wife ! " 

Marston. 
Gibe on, Fm in such plume, 

Thou canst not ruff, one feather of my wing. 

This ribbon's badly matched. 

Fenton. 
Why one would swear 

Thou wert apprenticed to a milliner, 

Thou art so curious in matches, shades, 

Z 
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Li laces, furbulows — ^*Art dressing now, 
For one of " Jack of Leyden*s marriages ? " 

Marston, 
The Devil pardon thee. 

Fenton. • 

" The bloom will rub." 

Marston. 
But pears are better for the mellowing. 

How happy must she be, 

Lapp'd in her paradise of pleasant thoughts. 

There is a mind within that lovely form — 

Fbnton. 
" Mind in a woman ! Pshaw ! face, figure, air — " 

Marston. 
Crow on, crow on ! 
Thy bantam chanticleer frights not my game. 

Fbnton. 
Thou^st seen her since? 

Marston (looking at him). 
I think I have. 

Fenton — ^How beautiful she is. Her words 

Are handmaidens unto her loveliness, 

And deck her forth, as rain and gentle winds 

Wait on the Spring alid robe it into Summer. 

She blushed at ev'ry whisper when it stole 

Lito her heart, as followed by sweet shame ; 

And then the dew came o'er her eyes, as though 

SheM wash such guilt away. 

Fbnton. 
Oh ! what a lavish painter is the tongue ! 
Do not daub it. 

Marston. 
A lover's tongue that lendeth not 

A touch to nature, loveth not. Be serious. 

My sword-knot is awry. 
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Fbnton. 
Why go thus dressed ? 

Marston. 
To please the eye of her I love, to please 
Myself, who will be jdeased to pleasure her. 

Fbnton. 
Logical. This dress needs followers. 

Marston. 
This dress will purchase them. Wait till Tm rich. 
Or thou report Tm rich, or others think Tm rich ; 
I shall have friends come creeping in my sun 
Like bluebottles, to lay their spawn of flattery 
Upon my sleeve. 

Fbnton. 
Thou wilt betray thyself. 

Marston. 
There's danger in it ; more glory tempting it. 
There's not a hope but hath its pain of doubt ; 
No joy, when perfected, but in its ecstacy 
Hath fear ; 'mid many doubts there is one chance. 
And I will throw for it. 

Fbnton. 
m aid thee to the death. 

Marston. 
I know thou wilt 

(Throws down old sword and takes up dress one,) 
lie there old cut-and-thrust. Thus use must stay at home 
While /a«At(>n flaunts abroad. Thy snuff box, Ned. 
This was thy father's box ? A pinch of snuff well timed 
Is introduction to a graver matter ; 
'Tis excellent when talk grows small, or when 
'Tis inconvenient to give reply — 
A hyphen 'tis — a prefacer. Lead on. {Hesitates.) 
Ned^ what's the matter here ? {Strikes his breast.) 



I 
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Fenton. 
The rankling arrow of the incensed god. 
You laughed at him, and talked of Leyden Jacks. 

Like Astor of Amphipolis, he swore revenge 

" From Paphian Cupid to Ned Marston's heart.** 

Marston. 
King Philip hung up Astor, so will I 
This Cupid when Tve ta'en the citadel. 

Fbnton. 
In chains of roses. 

Marston (thromng himself in a chair). 
Aye, without a thorn. 
I could eat dagger, haft and sheath, to feel 
I am a leash hound with a pair of eyes. 
A madman ! Fool ! But Alexander loved, 
Theseus loved, Plato loved — 

Tbnton. 
Charles Stuart loves. 

Marston. 
What a King does in plurals, a subject 
May in singulars. 

Fenton (offering Marston his purse). 
My purse. 

Marston (hesitating, then taking it). 

Clothes and purse ! 
Fd do as much for thee — so I take it. 
Here's the dragon charmer, Spanish dragon. 
And I will henceforth worship gold. 
If only that it make the wedding ring. IJSzeunt. 
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SCENE n. 

Drawing Boom in Marston HalL 

Juliet. 
It is not love; I am sure it is not hate; 
Sweet thoughts are twining in with bitter ones, 
As roses twine with rue. Tears herald smiles, 
As weeping April does the sunny May* 
Merry am I as mirth, melancholy 
As sadness. Heat bums cold, and cold blows hot; 
April, July, October, all in one. 
If 't be love, then 'tis love ; Til have it so, 
And will not part, for all that's past and gone. 
With this mirth melancholic Proteus. {Takes up embroidery,) 
Heigh ho ! (Miter Margaret.) 

Meg, Meg, how very dreary is this work, 
'Tis never ending ; Til no more of it. 
Time creeps along it with a leaden tfyot. 

Margaret. 
Thou didst begin that flower yesterday. 

Juliet. 
It seems a year since yesterday. Heigh ho ! 

Margaret. 
Heigh ho ! 

That is a breath that trembles on the chord 

From heart to lip, the first sweet symphony 

Doubt strikes upon Love's slumbering instrument. 

Why not one shade since yesterday, or Love 

Hath plucked out every thread. Penelope, 

The daughter of a Puritan hath rivall'd thee. 

This Lord— 

Juliet. 

This Lord! 
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Margaret. 
Is not this love ? If not, 
A new reflection from his looking glass. 

Juliet. 
Name not this Lord, it brings a cloud across 

The looking glass. My Father said this morn, 

And said it harshly too, " Dress bravely, girl, 

Twist pearls amid thine hair, gold hoop the brow. 

And make thyself so beautiful, should kings 

Come wooing thee, they'd call thee paramount." 

Margaret. 
And thou obedient child? 

Juliet. 
What, seest not the gold, the jewels, pearls. 

Which make a woman truly beautiful ? 

My hair resplendant with a thousand gems. 

My brow set oflF by diamonds which shame 

The carc'net flourished by an Indian queen ? 

Margaret. 
I see no jewels, pearls. What meanst thou? 

Juliet. 
I am enrobed within my modesty, 

Which is a dress unparagoned, and one 

That doth outvie in every true man's eyes. 

The starry trappings that engirdle all 

The waists of vanity. 

Margaret. 

Thou lookest pale. 

Juliet {going to glass). 
Do I ? So I do. There is within my heart, — 
A storm would frighten thee to look upon, 
A storm that drives the color from my cheek, 
And makes my thoughts like waves that have no shore 
To break upon, and so break on themselves. 
I do feel motherless, and am athirst 
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I knew thou wonld'st. That I, fresh come &om court. 
Should throw my fashion on such country gear* 

Fenton {aside). 
Now shall I tweak his nose ? And Margaret ? 

WiLDBRPATB. 

When Nature fashioned me a cynosure, 
Whose fault was that ? Too facile women are. 
rd give my revenue to be refused. 
Vent, vidi^ vinci. The flag of truce 
Submissive flutter'd from the battlements. 
Fair Margaret, she looked on me, as doth 
The Persian on the sun, and worshipped me. 

Fbnton {aside). 
Oh ! shall I cudgel him ? 

Erder Vermmi and Vemey. 
Vbrmont. 
Why, Juliet, why in this course attire ? 
This robe more fitting for a village maid 
Than one who looks to wear a coronet, 

WiLDBRPATB. 

Your pardon, Sir ; thus beauty dressed, it is 
Most beautiful. {Aside.) In the country. 

Vbrmont. 
Pluck from the peacock's back his gold and blue, 
A daw's as fair to look upon. 

JSnter Anthony. 

Anthony. 
A most audacious — 

Juliet {eagerly). 
What ! [Retires again. 

Anthony. 
Gentleman — that is a ruffian. 

VERMONTii 

Who is't, sirrah ? 
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Anthony. 
A monstrous fine clad. man. I^ asked his name. He 
laughed at me, and said, " 'Twould frighten knavery from 
out of my heart." I demanded his business ; he replied, " A 
grub destroyer," meaning that I was the grub. And when 
I placed my person iu his path, he took me 'twixt his 
finger and his thumb, and turned me as I were a tee-to-tum. 
Spun me thus. Fm humming yet. 

Vermont {striking him). 
Art mad ! 

Anthony. 
Hold ! hold! I say a gentleman; and here he comes. 

Juliet {starting). 
Where ? 

Anthony. 
There, and as a consequence, here I go. [Exit 

Eater Marston. 
Juliet {rising). 
'Tis he ! 

Lord Vbrnby {watching Jtdiet whispers her). 
Who ? {Jtdiet sits again.) Ha ! 

Marston {seeing his father^ s picture). 

His picture, too ! 
Your pardon, gentlemen. {Aside.) Peerless flower ! 
I am o'erbold. {Aside.) Oh ! Richest excellence ! 

Wildbrpatb. 
Concentrate me ! the grub's a butterfly. 

Marston. 
A soldier, sir, fresh from the field of Mars, 
And may 1 therefore hope unwelcome not. 
I have heard much by rumour's busy tongue 
Of Marston Hall. (Aside.) The same, all, all the same. 
And I would see, with your kind courtesy, 
Its rarities. (Aside.) I do see all in seeing her. 
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Vermont. 
Welcome, sir, a soldier, doubly welcome. 
(Aside.) May be in favour with the King. Your name ? 

Juliet. 
I shall die beneath his gaze. 

Marston. 
My name? {Aside.) Now canH I coin a name? 

Fenton. 
Oh ! pardon me, mine ear ungrateful was. 
It did not recollect the voice of him 
Who saved my life. He is a gentleman, 
Has glory won e'en where the bravest flinched. 
Sweet Juliet, this, Colonel Vivian. 

Marston. 
What, Fenton ! Master Fenton ! 
(Aside.) Oh, paragon! Saints help me, Ned, Fm lost. 
My words hang on my tongue. I cannot speak — 
There's birdlime on the strings. 

WiLDERPATB (trying to claim Marston^ s attention). 
Colonel Vivian ! 

Lord Verney. 
He masks this well. (To Juliet.) Juliet, beware ! 

Marston (aside to Juliet). 
Look thy welcome on me ; all welcomes else 
Are worthless words. 

WiLDERPATB. 

Colonel Vivian 

Margaret. 
This is die " Him !" This is the " heigho," ho ! 
Who is it, Ned? 

Fenton. 
The Bang of Timbuctoo in disguise. 

Vermont (aside). 
What means aQ this ? 
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Marston {to Vermont). 
There is, within yon grove, a monument, 
So I have heard, raised o'er a noble horse, 
Which bore thme ancestor. {Aside.) My Father's roan. 
With your kind will, and this fair Lady's company. 
Am I too bold ? — I fain would see with her. 
This novelty of goodness tableted. 
Dear Lady — 

Juliet. 
Hush! 

Lord Vbrnby {to Marston). 
You do this bravely, sir. 

Marston {jpointing to his sword). 
For a " peasant," I do. 

Lord Vbrnby. 
Thine hand, dear love. We'll show this 0-entleman 
The monument raised by thine ancestor. 

Marston. 
Your pardon, sir. I am the guest, and claim 
The stranger's right. I pray you pardon me. 
{To Juliet.) By your kmd will. 

WiLDERPATB. 

Colonel Vivian ! 
Marston. 
Master Threadandstich's block ! 
When I return, I'll play at goose with thee. [Mcit with Juliet. 

Lord Vbrnby. 
Insolent. [^EkU. 

WiLDERPATB. 

Goose ! I'll spit him ! {Q-oing.) 

Fbnton. 
And leave fair Margaret ? 

WiLDERPATB. 

Thy pardon, sweet. In thinking of the hawk, 
I quite forgot the dove. Thine hand. 
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Margaret. 
I am ungloved ; my fingers' tip would soil thy lace. 

Fbnton. 
A " cynosure," " a flag of truce.'' This is 
A bolder " battlement." " Veni, tddiy vincu^^ 
Art thou a " Persian," Meg ? Fall down to him, 
The golden calf, the king set up. Come, Meg. 

{_JExit with Margaret. 

WiLDBRPATE. 

Oh ! excellent ! This is to hide her love. 

I marked she looked on me, and smiled, she did. 

FU go and read my glass to find the grace 

That's won the heart of simple Margaret. [^Exit. 

Vermont (soltts.) 
What fools men are. Here's Vemey of the man 

My girl ne'er saw before supremely jealous: 

Fenton loveth one whose excellencies are 

A nimble wit and tongue : and Wilderpate 

Is floundering in a fog of self conceit. 

Of such stray threads, do wise men weave their webs 

To tangle fools. (Looks into the garden.) 

What's that ? " Ne'er saw my girl before ? " He hath. 

Or I could wish her dead. He courts her sure. 

He smiles on her, and, devils ! she on him. 

Gome hither ! man, what maks't o'that. ? {Enter TremwelL) 

Trbmwell. 
He takes her hand. 

Vbrmont. 
Know not I that ? Have not I senses, eyes ? 

I asked thee for thy thoughts? 

Tremwell. 
It looks like love. 

Vermont. 
It looks like love ! 'Tis love. He kneels ! 
Earth glue him to thee ! Ha ! his hot lips press 
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Upon her yielding palm ! That's love or worse. 

He'll reach her lips ! Perdition ! he has don't ! 

Fie ! Fie ! so much for maiden modesty. 

What father thinks his daughter would do this? 

He comes reeling like a drunkard bliss mad. 

Away. [JS&tV Tremwelly Vermont draws aside. 

Miter Marston. 
Am I alive ? Is this a dream of death ? 
If so, death's sweetest by a million times. 
If 't be a dream, it is so beautiful 
That all past dangers, joys, and pleasures, fears 
Are plunged within this Lethe stream of rich delight. 
She loves me ! Reel earth ! Dance to it ! 
The past is sounding but a muffled bell 
Amid the present chime of rushing melody ! 
She loves me ! said it ! look't it ! She loves me ! 
There is no flash of memory — ^no strain 
Of beauty, power, wealth, can overwhelm that ! 
Sweet one, I give thee aH. Oh ! find a word 
More rich than give. 
Faith now I am a very fool ! 

Vermont (aside). 
Echo! 

Marston. 
I stand on air. 

Vermont (aside). 

Or less^ a woman's faith. 

Marston. 
Ne'er did I think my soldier's tongue could win 
On virtuous beauty's ear. 

Vermont. 
Why flattery will win a woman's soul. {Touching MarsUnCs 
Ilast seen the monument ? \shaulder. 
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Mabston. 

Your pardon, sir. 

My brain, soul, sense, were full of warm delights. 
Mine eyes were rich with woman's loveliness, 

Vermont, 

Then pluck them out, 

For woman is 

Marston. 
Woman ! and such as she. 
Neighbouring the angels. 

Vermont. 
She's beautiful ! 

Marston. 
And good, beauty's set oflF. 
I am a soldier, sir, and nobly bom, and I — 

Vermont. 
Would have a troop of horse. Aye, runs it so, 
My mettled heart? I have much weight with one 
Who wears his hat before the king, and I — 

Marston. 
Sir, I— 

Vermont. 
Give me your hand. I love these falcon hearts, 
These young ambitions, these full blooded braves, 
These Caesars who, with one impulsive bound. 
Leap o'er life's Rubicon. You fire me, sir. 
A troop of horse — a troop ! foregad ! An army, sir. 

Marston {aside). 
He'll promise me an Empire presently. 
Sir, I— 

Vermont. 
Ha ! " Would wed thy daughter Juliet ? " 
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Mabston. 
Ask'd soldierly, as soldierly replied, 

I would. 

Vermont. 

Ha ! ha ! my young Achilles ! Thou ! 

My daughter hath six thousand pounds a year. 

Mabston. 
Oh ! had she twelve, or double that, or none. 
My love the same, I do not covet that. 

Vermont. 
I'm sure of that, for I do like you, sir. 

You're comely made, you are, and doubtless will 

Bestow upon my child, lands, wealth, in apt 

Proportion with the what she holds. 

Mabston (aside). 
Ha ! rings it thus ? I am a fool in this. 

I have no money, lands. 

Vebmont. 

Well, let that pass. 

You have a soldier's eye ; you've jewels which 

Make gold look poor ? 

Mabston (aside). 
World ! World ! No jewels, sir, 

Vermont. 
No ! What then ? 

Mabston (coldly). 
Nothing. 

Vebmont. 
Nothing? 

Mabston. 

No, nothing 

That reckons anything. I have no wealth. 

Save honor ; lands, save truth ; gems, save love. 

These, only these, I bid as fair exchange 

For your child's hand and sundry pounds a year. 
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Vermont. 
Sundry pounds I I spoke of thousands ! 

Mabston. 
The same. 

Vermont. 
Wdl spoken for a soldier — ^very well. 

Young man, you came, and uninvited came, 

And in the hour see, and love, and ask 

My child from me, and tell me you have nought 

But emply names and some six feet of earth 

T'ezchange for her. Now, is this practical ? 

Mabston. 
It is not practicaL And had you said 

I was not worthy her, her virtues, charms, 

My soul had leap'd an echo to thy words ; 

For when such outward loveliness of form 

Is throned upon an inward purity. 

Then should men kneel and own themselves of mould 

Less perfected. But tell me not that wealth 

Adds one wit to the paragon. 

But rather as a detract brings her back 

To our equality. Wilt tell me, gold — 

A speck, a particle of this great Earth 

We tread, and hold as bondslave to our will, 

A dross that needeth purifying fire, 

Is precious more than that divinest gift, 

The human heart ? 

Vbbmont. 

That's poetry. 

I'm for practicaL Upon the earth 

Gold makes the man ; within^ what value 'tis 

I never thought. 

Mabston. 
Old man, you speak of gold 

As 'twere the master key of time, and from 

4 
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Yoor finhj phee joo wrgae en tibft woM 
As thoo^ JOS were of it vnto etcniiftj ; 
And I aa one who wcold HOC feDtaiecn 
A proBuae ftr to-moRoir. Farewdl ! 

Ykkmost. 

Simy: 

For thoa diah hear iilial odms say to tiiia. 

(JBii^ off M JkKrf.) 
Meg, hid thy ooasm here. This gentlemaii 
Hath adfid my daog^ter^s hand. [SsU Margaret. 

LOBD YSR5ET. 

Most insolent! 

Mabstox. 
Sotis. 

WiLDBRPATS. 

Most andacions ! 

Mabstoh. 

So 'tis. {Snier J^id md Marfforet.) 

Vbbmoht. 
There stands my daughter, sir. I ask joa now, 

What will yon give in £ur exchange for her, 

Her beauty, and six thousand pounds a year? 

Juliet. 
Father, wilt thou shame us thus ? 

Vbrmont, 
Peace ! Thine answer? 

Marston. 
For her riches, nothing. 

For herself, the undivided worship 

Of an unstained heart. 

WiLDERPATB. 

So I, and fifty thousand crowns. 

Marston. 
Ha ! spangled coat, what you and I to bid ? 
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Vbrmoht. 
Go, Colonel Viyian ! Why, what are mind, 

Yirtae, honor — ^the body poor ? 

Juliet (aside). 

Blanks! Bhinks ! 

{HmUm poinis to the pariraiL) 

Mabston. 
My Father ! Gods, my Father, and I here ! 

He frowns on me ! And he did smile on me 

On Naaeby battle field. What do I hear! 

Tears leap into mine eyes and drown my love. 

I ask your pardim, sirs. I quite f<»rgot ; 

A landless Cayalier, though Stoart in his veins. 

Should never daie to mingle love with one 

So nobly dowered as ihy Child I See how 

Thy grandsire, sweet, doth frown <m me. 

JULDBT. 

Not mine. 

Vbrmoht {aside). 
Death <m't! 

Marston. 
Not thine? 

Vbrmont, 
By what right question this ? 

Marston. 
That's very true. Yon'll pardon me, for I 

Do like the &ce of that old warrior ; 

There is something in't — 

Vbrmont. 

S'death ! sir, yon do o'erstep 

Your privilege, and question that — ^and now 

I look on both, he doth resemble it. 

There is a mist before my eyes. 

Marston {to Juliet). 
Farewell I 
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Going? 

Mabston. 
And that without my better part. 

Fve copied on my heart the picture you 

Did hesitate to draw the curtain firom. 

m challenge all the Universe to find 

A canvass with a truer loveliness. 

'Tis one which that old smndger, Death, 

Alone shall spoil. It were not treason now 

To kiss tiiine hand. (Fmi«y cufeances.) My lord ! 

Yebmont (onefe). 
Brain ! Brain hast conjured it-— or is it true ? 

Mabston {%oho Ima again turned to pickire). 
I cannot smother it ; this fire will bum 
My soul to ash. Then let't have way. ^ 

You taunt me, sir ; insult my poverty. 
Who made me poor ? Why you, and such as you, 
Whose sacriligious hands did traffic with 
The blood of kings. {Goes to picture.) Oh ! pardon me that I 
Do stand before thy murdered form, and with 
A gentle tongue, and sheathed blade smooth o'er 
Thine injuries. Oh ! bitter shame to me ! 
For rather should I crimson point my blade 
With my life's blood, and voluble in words, 
Lay low these hounds, whose red and slaver'd jaws 
Are living witnesses of deeds, which made 
This outer world appear one huge, foul lie. 

Juliet. 
Spare me ! 

Marston. 

Sweet innocence, who with a heart 

Of purity, lives 'midst these horrid shapes 

Of base disloyalty, till thou ahnost 

To me, hast made them beautiful, look thou 
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On yonder feoe, and tell me if the son 
Of such a man conld stand nnheedfnl by, 
Or palm't with him, who leagued with mortal fiends, 
Slew him ! (rushes to Vermanf) dew him on Naseby battle- 
field! 

Juliet. 
Thou art?— 

Vermont. 
Who? 

Marston. 
Thy eonsci^ce thunders back Marston ! 

Vermont. 
A lie ! — ^if not, seize the traitor ! 

Marston. 
Traitor ! Who reigns ? 

Vermont (asidef. 
That was unwisely said, 
For I did think that Cromwell still was Eong. 
Charles reigns, and very much I honor him. 
Though traitor not, yet seize the cheat I 

Marston. 
Off, Fenton, off I— a cheat ! 

Vermont. 
A very cheat. 
The son was killed in France. No time for words. 
Vemey, Fenton, Wilderpate, all, I claim your aid, 
I will arrest him. 

Juliet. 
You dare not. 

Vermont. 
Why? On! (Draws his stfford and advances.) 

Marston. 
Stand back ! Stand back, I say ! Oh, were there not 
An angel by thy side, and o'er thy brow 
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ACT m. 

SCENE L 

Ve&moht (solms\ 

Was it not he ? It was. — ^E^ woe, and hckj 

And I have sent for him. For idiat ? 

Bred 'midst that desp'rate strife twixt man and man, 

I mnst be moving on that mighty wheel 

Which fortune turns for kingdoms. Will he come? 

Yes, and what then ? It will be daDgerous. 

He loves my child ; that's danger's antidote. 

Within this Empire's heart there are stem men 

Who firet beneath the rale of Kings, who bmm 

Like inward fire to be in arms again. 

My land's not safe and Marston live to be 

Their opposite ; his name were worth a host ; 

His courage more. He loves my child, and so 

He must be mine. He comes. He shall be mme. 

(Enter Marston.) Your hand. 

Mabston. 

This letter, sir. 

Vermont. 
From me. I have wronged you. 
But when I saw leap up before mine eyes 
One long thought dead, who living instant made 
Me bare of all, that all my child's. 
It shook my heart, and made my tongue o'erleap 
The barrier of rule. You'll pardon me ? 
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Mabston. 
Enough. I will not say, I am thy firiend, 

But for thy daughter's sake will say, 

I'm not thine enemy. 

Vbemont. 
That's nobly said. 

Mabbton. 
And for that word she whispered to my soul. 
Which woke within a thrill of ecstacy, 
And brought tp being what was dead before, 
I freely give her all I might have claimed. 

Vbbmont. 
That's nobly done. 

Mabston. 
Old man, the world's well lost 
To gain one throb from such a heart as hers, 
Or plant one rose amid the thorns which life 
Will thrust on her. I could say more on this. 
The Earth is large enough for me to find 
A resting place, without displacing her ; 
And while a soldier hath a stainless sword 
Back'd by a stainless name, he hath a field 
Broad as the world to win a heritage. 

Vbbmont (aside). 
Shall I let him go on thus? 'twere wise. Ko. 
I love thee Marston, aye, indeed I do, 
I love frank, buoyant youth. My daughter's beautiful. 

Mabston. 
Most beautiful ! 

Vbbmont. 
There spake a lover in superlatives. 
She honors you ; and so do I ; so all. 
Of honor speaking, glad am I to hear 
The King's so honor'd. Is't so ? 
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(Aside) A amike witfain the gnasL {Akr Vemeg IdkimL) 

VSRMOST. 

Deaaredty. 
And yet there are within society, 
So Fm told, soDie mshes yet, the irfaieh 
Bnt gentfy fiuin'd, no, not by Juliet's hremth. 
But gently fium'd, ironld wimp this Isle in flames. 

Mabston. 
Ha! (Aride.) I must be caatioiis hare. 

Ybrmoht. 

Soft! Soft! 
Thafs sjpxitj blood; to leap so hot as this, 
It's so like Juliet. I love the King; 
I love my Goimtry mcnre, much more— start not. 
I wiU be firank widi you ; firankness beocunes ns men. 
My dan^t^s £ur, fit tor an Empertur ; 
But wedding thee^ she weddeth hiq[)pine8S. 
Onr power knit in one 

Mabston. 
Go on. 

Vermont. 
We are 
Most powerful. This winning innocent 
Shall be our bond ; my child, thy wife. Is't well ? 

Mabston. 
Go on! 

Vbbmont. 

She's thine— I say she's thine, if thou 

"Wilt give heart, credit, sword to aid our cause. 

There is a plot to overthrow the King, to— : 

Marston. 

Murder him ! 
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Vermont. 
Punish him ! aye, there are Oromwells still ! 

Marston. 

There are ! 

Then place them fronting me, and though a score 

Against my single blade, Fd strike at them. 

Two Cromwells in one age ! 

Vermont. 

Think of Juliet. 

Marston. 
I do, or I should lay thee dead. 

Vermont. 
Be my friend, I swear that thou art safe. 

Mine enemy, this room shall be thy grave. 

I can disarm thee, kill 

Marston. 
Me, as thou didst thy King ! 
Oh ! shame to hold thy daughter forth as fee 
For damn'd disloyalty ! I thought that aU 
Thy brood of canker-worms had perish'd in the state. 
What ! thinkest thou, because I bve that Seraphim, 
That I would purchase her at such a devil's price, 
And with a chain so forged, unite myself 
To after-thought, and bring a living curse 
Unto my living self? The very sun. 
Which even now poured forth a golden light. 
Hath frighted, hid himself, and could he weep. 
Thou would'st be drowned in fire ! 
I do proclaim thee traitor to the state ; 
Will drag thee hence ! What ho ! Treason ! 

Vermont. 
Madman ! 

Marston. 
Thou her father ! Thy child ! My wife ! 

Vermont. 

Thine! Thine! 
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Maeston. 
Thou fool to think that love for woman could 

Dislodge the fealty from a noble heart ; 

For loyalty's a ladder up to faith, 

And lacking one the other's never reach'd* 

Away ! 

(VermorU stamps the roam, is filled with Boundhead Plotters) 

Vermont. 
To death I 

Marston (drawing). 
Degen'rate hounds, whose fangs 
Have torn the life-blood from a martyr'd king ! 
Whose soul — (To Vermont) Oh ! damned regicide ! Thy child ! 
{To Soldiers) Back ! Back ! (To Vermont) Fd cut my heart 

out inch by inch 
If such an ulcer drain'd it of its truth ! 
Mine honor is the living altar of my soul ; 
With it I am all ; nothing wanting it. 
The King ! The King ! I'd rather street bred-curs 
Should gnaw my graveless bones, than I would live 
A living death beneath a Commonwealth. 

Vermont (chraws). 
• He hath our secret ; and must die. 

Marston. 
Gome on ye bloodhounds ! Singly, doubly come ! 

Here, on my father's hearth ; who plants his foot 

Across its sacred precincts, dies ! Father ! 

Start from thy frame ! Stand from my righteous sword ! 

For by the souls of those who fell on Marston Moor 

My love for woman shall not stain my loyalty. 

(^They fight, Jvliet rushes in^ and throws herself between the 

Soldiers and Marston.) 

Juliet. 
EaJl him! thou art childless. 
Kill him ! Dare not !— Marston ! 
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Mabston. 
Away! 

Juliet. 
What wUt thou do ? 

Mabston. 
All ! even to thy death. 'Twere better far 

To weep o'er thee, than o*er my broken faith. 

The King! The King! 

Lord Vbrnby. 
Master Vermont. (Marston rushes atU.) 

Vermont. 

Lost ! Lost ! (Scene closes.) 

SCENE n. 

Anthony and Maud. 

Anthony. 
Considering that I raised you from a tapster's daughter into 
a fine lady's fine lady ; from a drawer of sour beer, to alacer 
of sweet stays ; from a filler of pipes, to an emptier of rouge 
pots ; I say, considering all these, thou dost use me ilL 

Maud. 
Why, Anthony ? 

Anthony, 
Why ! look at those eyes ! thou hast been crying because 

thy mistress is unhappy ; an insult to me as an educator. 

Maud. 
I cannot help it, Anthony. 

Anthony. 
Not help it ! Was ever so much depravity in so young a 

person. What is it to thee who is unhappy, as long as thou 

gettest thy wages? I have told thee over and over again, 

that servants have no business with sympathies. All they 

have to do is, to look after themselves and their perquisites. 
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Maud. 
What are they, Anthony ? 

Anthony. 
Worse and worse, I'm horror-struck! What are they? Art 

thou the only living specimen of innocence dress'd in a mob 

cap and worsted stockings ? 

Maud. 
I have no per — ^per— qui — 

Anthony. 
Perquisites— ^ont let it stick in thy throat. "None;" 
make them. A stray spoon's a perquisite, that is if 'tis silver ; 
a heeltap's a perquisite, that's a bottle of wine with one glass 
out of it. Li fact, a perquisite's any thing that anybody's 
mislaid, that's worth somebody's finding. 

Maud. 
Suppose they should be asked for ? 

Anthony. 
Lay the stealing on the raven, or the cat : a cat's a mar; 
vellous convenience to the family in the Idtchen : a crack in 
the floor is an absolute necessity. A serving man in a family 
is what a Lord of the Manor is in a parish, he appropriates 
all waifs and strays. Now here's our black hearted old master, 
(JEtUer Vermont) he's pick'd up the estate of the Marstons ; 
it was a waif; he bid for it; cheated for it ; sold himself to 
the devil for it ; and like a wriggling eel wound his way into 
it. Take England through, there's ne'er a man so great a 
rogue as Master — 

Vermont {coming forward). 
Who? 

Anthony {bowing). 
Master Vermont's serving man, Anthony. 

Vermont (fo Maud). 
Ajid .what say you ? 

Maud. 
I agree with Anthony, sir. [Mdi. 
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Vermont. 
Have you a good gjlace, sirrah ? 

Anthony. 
Excellent, sir. 

Vermont. 
Do you wish to keep it ? 

Anthony. 
Most unfeignedly, {aside) 'till I can get a bett^. 

Vermont. 
Then teach thy tongue the wisdom of silence. Thou'rt 
mine, voice, eyes, ears, legs, everything, while I pay thee. 

About thy business. 

Anthony. 
I will. [Mmt. 

Vermont (sohs). 

What I had wit to plan, I had not wit 

To keep lock'd up ; but like a spendthrift fool 

Must lavish it with worse than wanton ease. 

This fatal secret told, like ban dog loosed, 

Leaps up to strangle me, and down I fall 

Within its greedy fangs. What, I so skilled 

In human heart, to plumb so falsely there. 

High plumed by long success, I gave my wing 

Too proud a flight ! Both ! both of them I oh ! fool ! 

{Unter Vemey) Lost ! Lost ! there's no escape ! — LordVemey — 

Verney. 
Here, 
Yes, both of us. My price of silence is 
Thy daughter's hand, that instantly. 

Vermont. 
That's very kind of you ; 'tis love for her. 
Yes, love for Juliet, which makes you see 
No traitor in her sire. 

Verney. 
What! hesitate? 
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Vbbmont. 
And if I do, is it not natural. 

Yon will not speak? 

Vbrney. 
When she is mine, — till then — 

« 

Vebmont. 
My life hangs on your tongae — that's happiness. 

And when she's thine, what bond have I ? 

Vbrney. 
My word. 

Vbbmont. 
Are not you poor ? 

Vbrnbt. 

' Are not you false ? 

Vbbmont. 
This bitter knowledge keeps us bitter friends. 

This boy 

Vebnby. 
'Tishe? 

Vbbmont. 
Be sure of it. 

Vbbney. 

He dies. 

Vbbmont. 
He must ; for both our lives lie in his scope. 
I breathe again I She's thine — ^no word of it. 
Farewell. {Qoing.) Fool 1 fool ! so caught in mine own 
toils. [Exit 

Verney. 
Yes, he must die. He loves my Juliet, 
And Juliet loves him : that's food for hate. 
Should he win Juliet, he wins her lands : 

More food for hate. His sword o'ermaster'd mine, 
And Juliet stood near : who says that I 

Hat<8 not a plea for hate, and for revenge ! [Exit, 
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SCENE m. 

Juliet and Margaret. 

Margarbt. 
That's brave. Thou'rt better now ? 

JULIBT. 

Oh I yes. 

Margarbt. 

That's well. 

Juliet. 
When first I saw him, Meg, I felt that I 

Must love him, Meg. Will ceased, and love began. 

One moment 'ere we met, I was, and then 

Was not; engulf'd in him my lesser staream 

Fell in his larger sea, and so was lost. 

I saw his heart ; then snn, clouds, woods, e'en dull 

And sordid stone, sang madrigals of joy. 

His words were hot, thick, passionate ; my pulse 

So answer'd him. He praised my figure, voice ; 

There is no perfume sweeter than that praise ! 

I am happy; with aU this weight of grief 

I am very, very happy. 

Margarbt. 
This love 
Appears a marvellous strange thing. 

Juliet. 

Aye, 'tis. 
It is a discord twining with a harmony, 
A storm and yet a calm ; a bitter sweet. 
Yet a sweeter bitter. We are poor fools, 
We women, coz. 

Margaret. 
Are we ? 
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Juliet. 
Yes, we are slaves, 

And we are captives bound and led away, 

While we imagine we are triumphing. (JShUer Vermont.) 

Mabgabet. 
This foolishness is happiness, so I 

Will live and die a fool. 

Vbbmont (aside). 
That's very true. 

Mabgabet. 
WHt wed this Lord ? 

Juliet. 
No! 

Vebmont (coming forward). 
Why? 

Juliet. 
True love epnobles what it mingles with, 

But love like his, and hate like mine, must bring, 

Both infamy. 

Vebmont. 

Why ? Leave us, Margaret. [McU Margaret 

Why? Listen, Juliet. When danger's hot. 

Then words 'twixt sire and child are short, yet apt. 

I have conspired against the State. 

Juliet, 

Thou! 

Vebmont. 

L 

This lord and Marston, both have fathom'd it. 

Juliet (throws herself into her father^ s arms). 
Father! Father! 

Vebmont. . , . 

They both, or one, betray me to the King. 
I stand upon a pinnacle of ice, 
I feel it melt by particles ; and thou — 

5 
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Juliet (sinking into a chair.) 
I see it alL 

Vermont. 
My li fe 

JUUBT. 

One moment stay — 
And now go on. 

Vermont. 
My life is in their hands ; 

And Vemey takes or saves, as then to him 

Art harsh or kind. 

Juliet. 

And Marston — 

Vermont. 

Lives, 
If thou consent, to Vemey's wedding thee. 
His credit with the King, will outweigh all 
That Marston's hate may aim, and I am safe. 

Juliet. 
And should I not consent ? 

Vermont. 
Then Marston dies. 

Juliet. 
Tisso? 

Vermont. 
It is. 

Juliet. 
'Tis so. You do not dare 
To tell me this, that you may win me quick 
To wed this man ? Nay, pause before thou robbest me 
Of all my life ; before thou rollest to my soul 
A monstrous stone of black despair, to block 
My young and happy thoughts from outer light. 

Vermont. 
ril give thee proof. 
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Juliet. 
Proof! Children ask not proof 
When parents speak, for they should Imow within 
That sacred temple, they were bom to love, 
Truth stands unblurr'd, though all the world beside 
Should swear that she was shatter*d to the base ! 
Proof! look in mine eyes, {poAAses) that, that's proof enough, 
m ask no more. I'm lost : thou wilt be saved. 
I do not know how thou wilt varnish this. 
£3 there no other way ? 

Vermont. 
None. 

Juliet, 
Oh ! Father, my girl's voice to mine own ear 
Sounds harsh and wolfish when I lift it up 
Li doubt 'gainst thee. It shocks my sense of right 
And makes me to myself most terrible. 
But in this strait, I must be satisfied. 
K thou dost lie, thoult bring into thine heart 
A fire unquenchable, will bum and bum, 
Though thou should'st weep tears fountain dry on it. 
If thou for any other end than life 
Dost offer me a living sacrifice. 
My present punishment, destruction, death. 
My few years' helplessness, my spto of grief, 
Were nothing to that load of misery 
Which will for ever crush upon thy soul ; 
Thou'lt live to think, and could'st thou empty all 
The sea's great water through thy burning brain, 
Thou could'st not wash out thought. Oh ! think of this : 
Thy life, a canker'd crawling misery ! 
A loathsome leper house of fest'ring pain ! 
Thy death-bed mad with frantic prophecies ! 
Thine afterwards— (JFaZfe at Us feet). Father I Father ! 
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Vermont (raisinff her)^ 

My child ! my child ! There is no help for this — 

I say there is no help. 

Juliet. 

Then will I marry him. 

Vermont. 
That's my brave child. {Aside) I dare not look on her, 
Dare not speak to her — dare — dare not. [Exeunt. 



SCENE rv. 

Wilderpate enters listlessly y throws himself carelessly an a sofa. 

Anthony stands by him. 

Wilderpate. 

Anthony, we're unwell, drink to our better health. {CHves 

money.) 

Anthony. 

Heaven grant that your worship may be ill every day 

in the week, and that I be retained as your doctor, and 

moreover that I drink my own physic. 

Wilderpate. 
Anthony, we're in love. 

Anthony. 
Are we f That's a sign of our wisdom and my profit. A 
man in love is a serving man's best friend ; he is, what the 
well is to the tapster, inexhaustible. 

Wilderpate. 
I tell thee this, because a serving man is but a means 
unto an end, a mere automaton, a fetch and carry thing, 

dumb waiter 

Anthony. 
Domestic ape, {aside) apt to be mischievous. 
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WiLDBBPATS. 

Domestic ape — ^good. 

Akthont. 
We seryants are admirable Gonvenienoes, and stretch oar 
consciences to the will of our masters ; and while we have 
them to pimp for, lie for, cheat for, coin for, rob for ; so long 
shall we be the rascals we are required to be ; we are but 
reflections of our betters. 

When masters bid us, tell me if you can. 
Who errs the most, the lord or serymg man. 

WiLDBRPATB. 

Ton my virtue, don't know ; too abstruse for me, I never 

unriddled a riddle in my life ; never found anything in them. 

Take this letter and this ring to Mistress Margaret 

Anthony. 
To Mistress Margaret ? 

WiLDBRPATB. 

We condescend. 

Anthony. 
Dowef 

WiLDBRPATB. 

Yes, 'tis marvellous, but 'tis true. (Voices without.) 
Away, good knave. (Sinks back on the sofa. Unter Lord 
Vemey and Gamwell.) \JSxit Anthony. 

Lord Vbrnby. 
Thou hast no scruple on't ? 

Gamwbll. 
None. 

Lord Vbrnby. 
An hour hence you say ? 

Gahwbll. 
To-night, I said ; your lordship appears in a marvellous 
hurry; such affairs are not managed by daylight. 

Lord Verney. 
I hate him. 
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Gamwell. 
An excellent excuse for killing him. 
Lord Verhby. 
Let not thjr diigger fail ; there is a spot, 
If daggers touch, there needs no epilogue. 
Do it. A horse shall be caparisoned 
III readiness. Away with thee. 

Gamwell {toticldng ilte palm of his Aowrf). 
Pay. 

Lord Vernbt. 
Ask. 

Gamwsll. 

Humph I A thousand crowns. I have a conscience, and 
will press no gentleman ; hesides, you may have anotlier 
enemy. 

Lord Vebney. 
Take them. To-night he dies. 

WlLDERPATE (aside). 
Eh! 

Gamwell, 
To-night. 

Lord Vbenev. 
Thou hast reported round that he b dead : 
This reach'd, you say, her ear ? That's well. She thinks, 
You say, he's dead ? I must prepare myself. 
He's dead to her. She fell, you say, oorseliko, 
"When she heard of it ? That's well too ; sharp griefs 
Soon waate themselyea. Now go. [Exii Gamwell, 

One shadow from my path and Juliet 

Wildbrpate {smelling his salts and partly rising). 
If not too rude, my lord, may I enquire, 
The who, or what thou hast dismiss'd into 
The company of worms and gravediggers ? 

Lord Versey {starting). 
A dog that bit me. (Cfoing.) 
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WiLDERPATB {falling hack). 
Oh! 
Eater Juliet hastily. 

Juliet. 
DeadI Dead ! {Sees Vemey) Thou here ! They tell me he 

is dead. 
Is't so ? Answer me, thou Cain ; answer me. 

Vernby. 
Gain was the first mardirer^ so they say. 

Juliet {placing her hand on his arm). 
He is dead ? Confirm, deny it. Is't so ? 
The grasp of doubt is grasp of fire. 

Verney. 
Yes — dead. 

Juliet. 
Thou knowest it. How died? 

Verney. 
Was I his keeper, that thou ask'st of me ? 
His horse has slipp'd, some drunken brawl- — 

Juliet. 
Thou monstrous slanderer ! PU know the truth, 
I will, if I seek death to fathom it. 

Verney. 
I heard that he was dead. 

Juliet. 

Heard ! Saw him dead. 
Murderer ! 

Verney. 
I? 

Juliet. 

Thou ! Yes, thou, 
And for reward, will claim the hand of her 
Thy victim loved ; thou should'st have hand, have heart. 
Were they both brands of fire, to cleanse thy soul. 

Verney. 
And shall have both. 
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Juliet. 
Shalt thou? Whea life meets death ! 
I said that thou could'et kill, 1 knew thou could'st, 
Kow sleep, now emile ; thour't devU or a god, 
I tremble a8 I look on thee. Help ! help ! This feeble ana 
Shall drag thee forth for men to gaze upon. 
A murderer ! Send me where Marston is — 
Thou'lt never come. Help ! help ! 

Verney (raises kis hand). 
Fool! 
Juliet. 
Strike ! Strike ! Quick. Here is my heart. Thy sword 
Ib wet with blood — his blood — Maraton ! Marston ! 
Living thou had'st answered me ! thou art dead ! 

Verney. 
By Heaven ! I will silence thee. 

WlLDBKPATB (springs forward and strikes Verney violently). 
Let go thy hold, or I will strike thee through. 
What, hands on me, on her ? Dear lady, speak, 
'Tia I, will die for thee ! 

Juliet (huskily, pointing to Verney). 
A murderer ! a murderer ! — Mara — Mars — 

(Falls back into ffilderpate^s arms.) 
Verney (passionately). 
Draw. 

WiLDERPATB. 
Thou'at slain her ! 
Wake, Juliet ; I'll lead thee, sweet, to Margaret. 
^ta you, my Uird, I have a riding whip. 

Vebnet (miyre passionately), 
I 

WiLDERPATE. 
First that (spits on him), then that (strikes him with 

And when I've time, I'll fight with thee. (Carrifs JnUel off.) 
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Vbrnby.- 
Before her too. Til have revenge. All sides 

To be so crossed : let him but front my sword — 

Enter Wilderpate. 

WiLBBBPATB. 

At your service. Thou worse than I can speak, 
I'd have thee hack'd to death. I have no words 
To paint my loathing. Come on. {l^hey engage.) 

Miter Vermont. 

Vbbnet. 

Furies ! 

WlLDERPATB. 

They'll whip thee time enough. There are 
Some hundred days within the year, on one 
FIl find where that base heart doth lie.. [Moit. 

Vermont. 
What's this ? 

Vbrney. 
That I am weary of these puttings off^ 
These practices, they smack of treachery ; 
Your doubting purposes are tricks of play ; 
Like chess-men, you have pitted man 'gainst man. 
Your game was desperate. I now play mine. 

Vermont. 
Your move? 

Vernby. 
Check mate. My castle takes your queen. 

Vermont. 
You are enigmatical, my lord. 

Vernby. 
I will enlighten you. Self-love with you, 
Perhaps with me, is nature's primal law : 
The daughter's hand will save the father's head : 
The daughter's lands will stock the husband's purse. 
These in my grasp, jour dainty bird may chaunt 
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Her love-sick melodies to other ears. 

I doubt she'll plume her feathers for a flight ; 

Andl— 

Vbkmont. 
Unsay those words, I wear a sword 

To chastise him who slurs my daughter's fame. 

Vbrnby. 

Tush ! FU marry her. Listen, sir, this night 
With thy consent Til bear thy daughter oflF. 

Vermont. 
No — save o'er my corse — 

Vbrnby. 
I will not risk a straw on it. 
She will not wed me willingly ; I'd spare 
Thine eyes the pain of seeing her so wed. 

Marston dies to-night. 

Vbrmont. 
Nol No! No! 

Vbrnby. 

To night. 
Then we are safe. I'll marry her. 

Vermont. 

Thou shalt, 
Thou shalt. Although thou art a Nobleman, 
And I a Commoner, if thou dost wrong my child, 
Or make her fame a glass for profane lips 
To breathe upon, I will 

Vbrnby. 
Oh, spare your threats ; you Commoners are bad. 
And in your multitude of vices worse 
Than Noblemen, but lacking state 'scape shafts. 
Our interests, good sir, our interests, 
Consider them, they are the pledges of our faith. 
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The bondsmen of our honors. I love your child, 

Would give the state you amplify so much, 

To wear the undinmed jewel of her love : 

That cannot be^ therefore what can be, must. 

Come! [Mceuni. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE L 

JULIBT. 

I cannot look on light, it mocks my heart, 

Which is so dark. When my great hope expired, 

Why did the sun not set, never to rise ? 

Dead ! and how died ? I cannot solve it, but will ; 

And though the woman's nature is with me 

More tender than with most, I'll have revenge. 

Alas^! Revenge ! I know not what it means. 

Or how to compass it. A week ago 

My bosom was a vase filFd with flowers 

Newly gathered ; and now the vase is split. 

The flowers withered — ^I must not think of this. 

I am so forfeited to these wild grie& 

That reason cannot ransom me. Death ! Death ! 

I'm playing sorrow with a beggar skill, 

To speak it thus. Words ! Words ! Ye feeble fools. 

How ye do babble of the whirl within. . 

Let loose, and matching my hot thoughts, pour forth 

Like boiling flame from Etna's fiery mouth 

To scorch — and kill — and — {sinks daum) this is not night. 

Miter Mavd. 
What makes you sad, dear lady ? 

Juliet. 
Sadness, my poor wench. 

Maud. 
Better far be gay, and urge that gladness makes you glad. 
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Juliet. 
And so thought I till yesterday ; 
But unexpected sorrow, like a frost 
Li early May, cuts off our unriped joys. 
The world to me a painted playroom was, 
And all the bright things in it I had deemed 
But pleasant toys, which thrown aside to-day, 
To-morrow would, if sought, be new again. 

Maud. 
I thought great people had no cause to be unhappy ; and 
you are great, and virtuous, and beautiful, and good. 

Juliet. 
Fm glad you placed the crown of goodness on 

So long a list of my perfections ; 

For greatness and the softer virtues are 

Our womanly prerogatives, to which 

Our beauty is the ornament. 

Maud. 
Tell those who gave you pain that they do wrong. 

Juliet. 
Ah ! telling them, my wench, will cure them not, 
For nature tells them so at ev'ry turn, 
And yet they heed her not ; and if the earth 
Should ope, and shout their doings to the stars, 
They'd start — forget — pass on, and sin again. 
Unless there came the threat of instant punishment. 
If one small leaf that trembles on the bough 
WiU shame a bad man not from his misdeeds, 
The thunder hath no tongue to hinder him. 
Oh ! I am burying my thoughts 'neath words, 
As they do cover corses with wild herbs. 
I make her sad ; I'll have no company in grief. 
Take this, my girl, to Margaret [Mcit Maud. 

There is a whispering angel in my heart 
Which tells of coming ill ; conception of some wrong, 
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And sudden too, is haunting me. What is't? 
(Ihter Lord Vemey) What dost thou here ? 

Vbkitby. 
You do attract me, Juliet^ as fruits do birds. 

Juliet. 
Which peck away the brightest parts, then leave 

The rest to die ; the simile was apt. 

What dost thou here ? Thou art intrenching on 

The realms of grief. I hold no words with thee. 

Vernby. 
Thou must. 

Juliet. 
I must! 
My lord, I will be calm. I have some thoughts 
To lend to you. Fve hoarded them, a last 
And dear resource to ^scape a further misery: 
My Father's life, I know is in your will 
As far as human power traverseth : 
I understand, the price you set upon 
That life is my poor self: that cannot be. 
I'm calm, Fll enter into bond with you : 
The old man's hair is grey, and life in him 
Hath but a shorten'd lease ; his all his mine. 
The all you covet now ; the money, lands. 
These broad estates, shall all be thine — all, all. 
Employ what means you will to fix them so 
That I may not have one poor acre left. 
Take them — 

Vernby. 
With thee. 

Juliet. 
With me ! 

Verney. 

When love like mine 
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JULIBT* 

hr^e like thine ! 

Yervby. 
Oh! JuUet, 

Upon the altar of my heart hatii love 

^t np a fire, which do then nourish it, 

^ill soon outflame the fiercer passion which 

Have all but wither'd it. I kneel to thee, [^Kneels. 

Tell me I am earth's fiend personified, 

That I am wicked, vile — 

JULIBT. 

A murderer. 

Ybrkey. 

Aye — all — all — all for thee. 

Juliet. 
We'rt so, rd kill myself. 

Ybrnby. 
Thou wilt love me, Juliet^ thou wilt love me — 
No ! thine hand in mine lies passionless. 

Juliet {matching her hand away and hoUng at it). 
'Thas caught no stain. 

Ybrnby. 
Thine eye avoids my gaze — 

Juliet. 
Shrinks from it. 

Ybrnby. 
Thou scornest me I 

Juliet. 
What end expected ? Thou'st better fill thine arms 
With fierce disorders, griefe untellable. 
With pestilences, plagues, than call her wife, 
Who widow'd while so wived, shall bring to thee 
A dowry of her desp'rate wrongs, 
Tleac desperate resolves, her broken heart; 
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Within the secret'st cavern of her breast 
She will concentrate hate unquenchable, 
And all the elixir of a woman's love 
Shall turn to deadly aconite. 

Vernet. 



Retribution. (PauseJi.) 



And then ? 
Juliet. 
And now your purpose ? 
Vernev. 
Pluto, Proserpine ; 

my tongue 



As Jove, Europa did ; 

Tve heard your reading praised, — 'twill b. 

A ruder Bpeech. 

JUUET. 

Now, now, I know yon, lord ; 
You've hurl'd the mask away, and there you stand, 
A bold, bad man, and yet I tremble not 
You are my slave — slave to mine innocence — 
Slave to my griefs, so thickly heap'd by you. 
You — you dare not. 

Verney. 
Dai'e not ! 

JOLIET. 

Based upon the strength of mine integrity, 
The saered groundwork of my being, I 
Defy thee — laugh at thee. Lay hand on me. 
And God will level thee. Do me one wrong, 
And England shall all ring with thine iniquity. 

Veeney. 
And let it ring, until its towers shake. 

Juliet. 
Marry me ! Yea, marry me ! Se warned ; 
For on the altar of my woes, and by 
The shade of that poor murder'd one, I swear 
To bring thee to the block! Hast thou not slain? 
Thou smilest ; thou ahalt weep tears of blood, thou shall. 
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Oh ! Marston ! Marston ! is there no one left 

To give a tear for thee, save only me ? 

And no one tongue but mine to trumpet forth 

Thy violent wrongs ; and who thy murderer ? 

And who but her he loved should minister 

To such sad testament ? (To Vemey) Cheat not thyself, 

Widowed heart ! widowed wife ! I've raised a tomb. 

Have writ the epitaph, ^^ Justice." 

Vbrney. 

Peace ! Peace ! 

I'll risk all ills, such present joys may breed. 

Thy maiden strength 'gainst mine ! 

Juliet. 

Coward ! 

Vernby. 
So now to swoop upon my prey. (Seizes her.) 

Juliet. 

Father ! 
Man ! man ! hast thou no dread of thunderbolts ? 

Vernby. 

None. 

(Juliet screams.) 

Aye, scream ! skies, woods, and rocks may hear, 

But mortal ear is closed. To-night 

I wed with Juliet. (Marston bursts through his father^ s picture.) 

Marston. 
laar ! I forbid the banns ! 

Juliet. 
He lives ! he lives ! he lives ! 

{Totters forward to Marston^ who advances to receive her^ she 

falls int0his arms.) 

Verney. 
' Nddead! 

6 



L. 
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[AOT IV, 



Makston. 
Sweet saint ! 
How strange it is, my lord, that you and I 
Thua ever naeet: It is miraoulouB; 
Why one would sweai- that Heaven had a hand in it. 
Advance I You have forgotten, lord. (Points to his stoord.) 

Vekney. 
'Twafl your turn then, and now 'tis mine. 

Marstos. 
Aye, 80 the proverb says, that every dog 
Will have hia day. You've bark'd, now bite. 

{VfTUfy presents a pistol.) 
So ! Popguns, eh ! (Ih Juliet) Oh ! sweetest innocence t 
Could any but a human devil look on thee 
And hurt thee so ! {To Vimey) Thou very cur of dogs ! 
I'll wring from out thine heart a drop of blood 
T'or ev'ry tear. Shoot you as well, as ill you fence, 
You'll hit my heart. Go to, you shake ! 
(To Juliet) Look up dear love, unveil those violets. 
{Ta Vemey) Well! are you going to fire? I hate suspense. 

Verney. 
Unclaap that waist. 

Marston. 
Now to a man who loves 
To fold his arm around a woman's form, 
That's a most unreasonable request. 

Vebnet. 
So niggard of thy life. 

Marston (paying no attention lo him.) 
Oh ! fragrant lily. {To Vemey) Well ! 

Vernbt. 

One moment, and 

Marion. 
" And," " But." Shoot, anything, 
But stand there like a soul-less drum. 
I'd rather hear thy pistol speak. 
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Vbrnby. 

Yield her, 

Marston. 
Thank you, no, I would rather not. Zounds ! man, 

Fm nearly tired. 

Vbrnby. 
Then 

Mabston. 

Fire. 

Vbrnby {fires). 
Wilt have it ? 

Marston {coolly). 
Just half an inch too high. 

(Enter Vermont^ Margaret^ followers^ Fenton through the panel) 

Vbrmokt {aside). 
Not dead! {To Juliet.) My child! 

JuLiBT {recovering.) 
Marston! 

Marston. 
Dearest! 

JuLiBT {sees her father.) 
Father, save me from that man. 

Vbrnby. 
And now this done, what has thy valor gain*d? 

A wife ? Oh 1 no. Thou'rt duped, a very fool 

To thine own vanity ; or worse than that. 

Deceived by woman's eyes. The maid loves me. 

Sweet tell him so. {Juliet throws herself into MarstoiCs arms.) 

Marston. 
Iioves you ! then, on my word. 

She hath a marvellous strange way with her. 

Vbrnby {whispers to JiMet.) 
Thy father's life ! She loves me. Tell him so. 

Margarbt. 
Say that you hate him, despise him, Coas ! I do. 
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Juliet (to Vermont). 
Father! Father! 

Vermont (to Vemey). 

Mercy. ( Vemey smiles.) 
(Jb Juliet) Thy lover's smiles, or father's tears. Resolve. 
My love, his hate ; choose quick ! but look on him. 

(Points to Vemey.) 

Marston. 
Can'st thou love him ? 

Juliet (after a struggle). 
Yes. 

Marston. 
That was a lightning stroke. 

Vbrnby. 
Yet further proof. (To Vermont) No words, to-night he dies. 

Juliet (to Vemey). 
Spare me! 

Vbrney. 
To-morrow night she'll marry me. 

Juliet. 

Oh! no! no! no! 

Margaret. 
That's brave ! Is no man here ? Wore I a sword 

Fenton (drawing.) 
And so thou dost. 

Marston. 
Hold! Fenton! hold! NoUfe 
Is worthless here, save mine ; no sword shall harm 
The man that Juliet loves and none but mine 
Revenge her injuries on him she hates. 
(To Juliet) Wilt marry him ? 

Vbrnby (to Juliet.) 

Thy father's Ufe ! 
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Vbemont (to Vemey.) 
Mercy. ( Vemey smiles.) 

{To Jtdiei) There is a flaming gulf Hwixt thee and me, 
If thou refiisest him. Choose quick.^ My life, 
His arms ! his kiss, my curse ! 

Marston. 

Stand back, old man, 
Let not thy serpent tongue its malice hiss 
Into this trembling paradise ; for His 
A game so terrible, that none should prompt. 
Juliet, thou'lt wed this man ? 

Juliet (looking at Vemey). 

Yes. 

Marston. 
No ! No ! No ! thou wilt not, dare not do it. 
Thou saidst not so, it was some envious devil spake ; 
And if thou didst, thy tongue hath told a lie 
Unto thine heart. That form, that loveliness. 
Thine inward self, all shrink appalled back 
From that false "No!" 

This camel-footed patience makes me culpable, 
Upon the unbroke steed of my hot rage, 
I am astride ! Who fronts me now ? Thou'rt tru6, 
I'll swear thou'rt true. Unto my heart — there cleave. 
Tear her away, there's not a life of ye 
My scabbard's worth. 

Vermont (advancing). 
She is my child. 

Marston. 
You lost the right to call her so, when you 
O'erleap'd a parent's privilege. 
For some foul end — FU fathom it — You make 
This beautiful, this tender one, this girl — 
I know you, sir — your shield-bearer to crime*. 
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{act IV. 



{To Jidiet) Look up, sweet love. {To Vermont) These coarse 

and violent means 
Are dusk red clouds, through which the golden sun 
Of God-like truth shall burst and blind you. 
{To Jidiei) You love me, Juliet ; breathe but a souad. 
Say but a word, and I will bear jou through 
A multitude of lords. Speak, Juliet. 
14'ow, sirs, there's music in that instrument. 
You love me, Juliet. 

Juliet (almost speechkas). 

No. {Sinks into a chair.) 
Marston (calmly). 
Thou'lt marry him ? 

JOLIKT. 
I must. 
Marston {calmly). 
^on lovely devil ; Eden in thy face, 

The world within thy heart ! Thou"BiU3t!" "Whjmuat?" 
Will, never said "I must." A light breaks through. 
Oh, pardon me, thou peerless excellence. (Kneels.) 

Jdlibt. 
I will not see tbee there. 

Ma&bioi;. 
Thou " must ! " 
No, by the heaving bosoms of tbe stars : 
Sneer on, my lord, thou haat no power here, 
Thou are not allowed beyond thy tether. 
Canst wrong God's universe in this sweet innocent ? 
I tell thee, no — while from this earth's large panting heart, 
That wild heart, panting with a thousand firea, 
Up to the wide infinity, beyond 
The comet's range, there heaves love's mighty pulse. 
Shall every poison have an antidote, 
And greedy evil not an equipoise? 
She shall not wed you ; no, shall not do it. 
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Maroarbt. 
Brave ! Brave soul ! Woman worthy ! 

Mabston. 
The white pearl of her soul cast on such beach, 

Would scar and shiver in its fierce rough heat, 

That angel stooping from her paradise, 

To gather'd jewell'd good, would pass it by. 

(To Vermont) I dare to say, she shall not wed him, sir. 

For I do feel (tmcavers) I wear the purple robe 

Of prophecy, and have within my soul 

That clear bright sword which cleaveth right from wrong. 

{To Jfdtd) Thou trembling pilgrim on a dizzy height, 

I say to thee have faith, Fll save thee yet ; 

Be true but to thyself, and thou art safe 

From ill, as laurels are from thunderbolts. 

{Widks uptoLord Verney^trnd places his hand on his shotdder) 

Satan, beware ! [liciL 

Vebnet (after a long pause^ beckons to Q-ammlX). 

In an hour. \Scene doses. 



SCENE n. 

Enter Margaa^t foUowed by Fenton. 

Fbnton. 
Not wed thee, Meg ? 

Margabet. 

Aye, so my uncle said. 

Fbnton. 
But said not do thine uncle's niece. 

Margaret. 

She did. 

Fbnton. ^ 

Then did she — lie. 
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[act tv. 



Makqaret. 
There's CouBin Juliet : make her, said'at thon, 
Thy looking glass, I have obeyed thee, Ned, 
And ao have loat, poor fool, my happiness, 
Which-is a toy, I'm told, worth caring for. 
Therefore, dear Ned, I prithee fare thee well. 
I know that thou wilt sometimes think of me. 
And sometimea call this moment back again, 
When like a simple maid I kissed thee thus, {kisses h 
And threw a heart away — 

Fbnton. 



Margaret. 
That cost some pains to win, and then to keep, 
For thou hast been a rover, Ned, and — 
Fehton. 

Meg! 
Mabqarbt. 
Canat nothing say but " Meg ? " 
Canst find no " Tea" to nullify my " Nay?" 
Sweet thoughts, like cowslips hid mid purple hills, 
Have ever been my bosom bedfellows. 
And now you calmly crop them off as though 
{Holf-crying) They'd bloom — and bloom — and bloom ; 
{angrily) like man's false love 
Which buds upon the fester of a wound. 
I will not marry thee. 

Fenton. 
ThoQ shalt. 

Margaret. 
I wont, 

Feston. 
Thou shalt, I swear thou shalt. 
Maeoaret. 
I don't believe thee, Nod. 

Fenton. 
By every star 
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BIargabet. 
They come and go. " As fickle as a star,*' 
Is older than the hills. 

Fbnton. 

Upon my life, (Margaret shakes her head) 
My love . 

Margaret. 

Aye, swear by that ; it is a rock 
m cast my &ith upon 

Fbnton (catching her to his bosom). 

As thou dost now, 
Thy sweet bright self upon my breast, dear wench ; 
And we will flee away like wounded doves 
To my old home, dear with a thousand memories. 
There are green trees, rich slopes, and servants old 
Grown grey with us in honor'd services. 
There's Mother, too ; ah, you will love her so. 
She lives upon the bank of buried years, 
And yet loves present ones, for those who build 
Their nests of happiness beneath their eaves. 
And sister Kate, dear, merry, joyous Kate, 
Eyed like a stag, a glossy night of hair 
Li tendrils reeling to her neck 

Margaret. 

I'll love them all. 

Fbnton. 

I have a hound, will love instinctively 
His master's bride : an old Retainer too, 
Who taught me how to ride, to shoot, to fence. 
Who saved my life 

Margaret. 
I'll be a daughter to him. 
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[act I 



Fbnton. 
He will care8S thy hair, and call thee beautiful. 
And like two streams we'll tremble through the dell of life. 
Our voicea tuned by heaxts, our hearts two flutes, 
Breathing one strain. 

Marqarbt. 
Too happy, happy Meg ! 
Fenton. 
And thou shalt be the blithest queen of all. 
I would I were a king, oh ! then I'd do — 

Margaret. 
A vastly many foolish king-like things. 

Fbhtoh. 
I'd chain up maiden's tongues. 

Maboabet. 

What when they fihbed, 
And voiced with honied whisperings " they loved." 

Fbnton. 
Thus, thus I'd prison them {kisses her), and keep them sealed, 
With Cupid's seal. — But what of Juhet? 

Margabet. 
Oh ! selfish in my joy. Love is selfish. 
But were I she, I'd seek my lover out 
And with him face the world, and say to it, 
"Look on this man, he won my maiden heart, 
Is not he worthy it?" Who dare deny? 
And who should question me ? 

Fhston, 
Suppose him poor. 

Marqabei. 
The deeper then my love. 
He'd come to me for what would make me rich, 
Sim richer than my gold — my woman's truth, 
My woman's faith, my woman's pride and joy, 
In making him the master of my all, 
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And placing him above the petty wants 
That grow so &8t to grave annoyances. 
We women have more pride in doing these, 
Than men will give ns credit for. 

Fbnton. 

I'll give thee credit^ Meg, for all that's rare, 

Save one thin g 

Mabgabbt. 
That? 

Fenton. 

Fll not have thee marry 

Upon credit; so name the day. This is 

The twenty-fonrth of June. I've heard that June's 

A lucky month. 

Mabgabet. 
Then, Ned, it shall — ^be June. \_Mcii. 

Fbnton. 
Gods ! what an ankle hath she got. Brave wench, 

There's not her match in Christendom. And now 

To order home the wedding suit. [McU. 



SCENE III. 
MaratovCs Cottage. Marston and Cavaliers. 

Mabston (giving papers). 

This upon the spur to Arundel ; this 

To Castlemount. Away ! A thousand lives 

Depend upon your speed. {MUer Fenton.) 

FiBST Cavalibb. 
I will not sleep nor eat Hill this be safe. 

Second Cavalibb. 
Nor I! Farewell. 
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Marston. 
Farewell. {The OavcUiers go otd.) 

(To Fenton) 'Tis better thus ; we crush these wasps without 

The knowledge of the King. The old man's safe. 

I owe his daughter much as this. 

Fenton. 

Tis strange 

That gossip bruited not this wild emprise. 

So cunning too. 

Marston. 
And yet so unadvised. 

He talked of Charleses, Gromwells, Juliets, 

Of plots and loves, of murders, marryings, 

And wound up every pause with Juliet. 

Fenton. 

And then ? 

Marston. 
He dofifd the serpent's skin, and glared 
The thirsty tiger on his prey, 
Leap'd at my throat, the while a score of whelps 
Embattling stood; but still he whisper'd "Juliet:" 
And but for Juliet I had not 'scaped. 

Fenton. 
Thy life's not safe. 

Marston. 

That's a trifle. 
As maggots crawl to life in July's sun. 
So mad Rebellion rears its hydra heads 
Beneath the gaze of provA prosperity. 
Each b^gar would, e'en while he rails at it. 
Wear dignity ; and every democrat, 
Who highest hurls aloft his greasy cap, 
Hopes where it falls to find a coronet. 
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Fbnton. 
Well, well, ril not dispute with thee ; we both 
Have lost too much to judge unjaundic'd on't. 
The picture's spring was shrewdly plann'd. 

Mabston. 
It was. 



Fbnton. 



And Juliet? 



Marbton. 
Hush ! as you love me. 
When we would brace our nerves to martial deeds, 
We roll the drum, not whisper on the flute ; 
I prythee, Ned, touch not that note ; there are 
Too many Lydian measures cadenced in my heart. 
{Starts up) I must be up — doing — 

Fbnton. 

Thou canst not win 

Without a blow. 

Mabston. 
Nor will I lose without 
A thousand blows ; to win that Paradise 
I wiU do aU 

Fbnton. 
A man should do whose father fell at Naseby. 

[Hxit. 

Mabston. 
That's well put in. 

Love ! Love I how exquisite thy fruit should be. 

To equipoise the pains it costs in gathering. 

{Hakes out a paper) What ! cry, give in, and hang my heart 

with crape, 

Because dull doubt croaks o'er one fidlen hope ? 

(Looks ai paper) Yes, here's the plan of it K she love 

If — she does love ! TU clothe her with my love, 



LOV 
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[act t 



Set with a thousand gems, aa night doth clothe 
The skies with stars. If I could jewel her by words, 
Those words leas rich than her deserts, I'd make 
The great sea poor to her. I think I took 
The left hand path, it leads right to the copse. 

(Q-amweil enters cautiously hehind.) 
These malcontents are hasty fungi sprung 
From the diaeaaed timbers of the State. 
Dark-brow'd sedition with her hungry eye. 
Peers in the hearts of discontented men, 
Finds out the wound and breeds it to a sore, 
(Q-amwell approaches) And while Apollo's arrow " reason " 



The Python " devastation " rears its head. 

The pool I ha ! ha ! I tumbled headlong in't 

{GamweU nearer) One Autumn's noon when clambering for 

nuts. 
Amo, I could not conjugate thee then, 
Save mother love. Ha ! memory at work ; 
And finding tears to wash the duata away 
'Twixt then and now ? My mother — 

(Looks inthe glass and sees Qamwell hehind him.) 
Humph ! Taught me how 

(Springs up and catches the dagger as Q-amieell is about to strike. ) 
To scotch a snake. My mother gave me life, 
Thus mothers never die. 

Gamwblu 
Perdition. 

MAKBTOIf. 

An Englishman I Ob ! shame I shame I 
Thou didst not learn thy trade in Italy. 
I knew the stop. 

Gauwell. 
I'm ruined. 



J/rgH^T? ZLrT^TT^ 
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Qamwbll. 

Were all the world like you, there would be none of us. 
May not it suit your purpose to make his lordship think you 
dead? 

Marston. 

That's true. I sadly want in policy. 

Gamwbll. 
He shall think you dead* 

Mabston. 



V 



Truly? 



Upon my honor. 



Honor I 



Gamwbll. 



Mabston. 



Qamwbll. 

Yes, a man may be an honorable cut-throat as well as an 
honorable gambler. {O-oing.) I quite understand you, I'm 
not to cut his throat. 

Marston. 
Rascal! 

Gamwbll. 
Well ! Well ! Ghacun & son goiUj as we used to say in 
Flanders. [ISxit. 

' Mabston (solus). 

How custom hardens us, or is't innate 

Li us to sin. To think that he now gone, 

So bloody minded, villainous, hath lain upon 

The stainless pillow of a mother's breast. 

And with his lips drawn from their hallow'd fount 

The unremembered sweetness of a mother's milL 

Those lips now split with curses, hot, scarr'd words. 
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Oh ! I could shake my clench'd rebellious hands 
Against the outward beauty of the world. 
When deeds are done would make a devil blink 
And swim great Heaven in a sea of tears. 
But there's a Chiron in experience. 
Which teaches us these mildews, foils, and slimes 
Are monstrous evils leading up to good, 
And are the pilgrim's stepping stones to Heav'n. 

{Cnrtaiv falls.) 



END OF ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE L 
MarstorCs Cottage. 

Marston {pacing up and down). 

To-morrow night ! she weds to-morrow night ! 

So nms the tale. Is't true or fialge ? 

Doubt ! apprehension ! Sisters terrible 

Who cast a fog athwart the golden sun. 

Blot out the stars, and make us all to grope 

In glimmer light ; how came ye here ? 

Let assurance come, though it bring madness. 

Her tongue, her eye, her warm confessing cheek. 

The tumult of my heart which caught from hers 

A passion infinite. Her trembling frame, 

Which made mine sympathetic, tremble too. 

All swore her love as deep as oath vouch'd words. * 

But yesterday ! a span — a moment — ^pause. 

She weds, another weds ! Oh ! lovely fiend ! 

What have I blanchless faced a thousand swords. 

And yet am tott'ring at a woman's lie? 

Yes ! yes ! a scratch with poison in't will kill. 

Lost I lost! 

Enter Fenton. 

Fbnton. 
Marston I 

Marston. 
Ned ! Ned ! this is child's play. 
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Fbnton. 
Thy grief may be. This grasp is like a man's — 

Act like a man. 

Marston. 
How well you bear my load ! 

She is not worthy me. What foolishness 

To weep o'er broken toys — ^a bubble, Ned ; 

An April icicle ; a very woman ; 

The giddy feather fluttering in her heart 

That bears her off on every wind. 

Fbnton. 
Fm glad you take it thus. 

Marston. 

Aye, 'tis true then ? 

She does wed him ? What, not an hour gone ! 

What ! 'ere my breath was cool upon her cheek, 

She'd woo another lip to keep the warmth. 

How can a man who wears a beard, has sense, 

So lose himself, his honor, and his pride, 

As bow him down to these divinities ? 

Hath he forgotten Helens, Cressidas, 

A thousand more, who damned with pleasant smiles, 

Tum'd rank deceivers ? There is magic in't. 

Fbnton. 
Thou swallowest report as greedily 
As stoats do eggs. A man is no true man 
Who'd cast away, or slur the one he loved 
Upon such slight suspect. 

Marston. 
Woman ! Woman ! 

Fbnton. 
One does not pattern all. 

Marston. 
Aye, when that one is all to me. 
Her eyes fell mid the happy feelings of my heart. 
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Like Discord's apple 'mid assembled gods. 
What, not an hour gone I 
She is a kestril, Ned, not worth the lure. 
Let others mew and tassell her, shell perch 
On any wrist that whistles her, she will 
In sixty minutes shake her wings again. 
And unsealed fly at any carrion. 

Fbnton. 
Though she be so worthless, yet 



Mabston. 
Now, by mine honor, Fenton, wert thou not 
My dear and proved friend, thou hadst not lived 
To say those words again. 

Fbnton. 
Though worthy she 

Marston. 

Thou'rt false to me to say as much. Nay, Ned ! 
Pardon me, a lover is a madman. 
She hath excuse for it ; he is a lord, 
And she'll to Court, and be a giddy moth 
About the gaudy dazzle of the throne. 
And with a false Promethean spark of love 
Will light her husband's path to dignity. 
Oh ! these women, they are rare traffickers. 

Fbnton. 
Cease 1 cease ! you do disparage innocence. 
And lay, with your diseased spirit, on 
The dirt of infamy so thick, that I 
Feel shame to stand so tamely by and hear thee do't. 

Marston. 
Prove me liar. 
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Fenton. 

See Juliet once more, 
There may be something that thou know'st not of, 
A stem necessity. 

Mabston. 

Say that again, 
Thou hast rais'd up a doubt. 

Fenton. 
Wilt thou see her ? 

Marston. 

I will ; yet dare not 'till my breast 

Hath grown more adamant. I will see her, 

Show her a soldier's heart is sorrow-proof; 

FU tell her she is fickle, infamous ! 

If she be true — then let them look to it — 

False! devilish ! That she is gentle, soft — 

If wanton she, I am well rid of her. 

I'll tell her she is — an angel, and I 

A wicked devil damning her with wicked thoughts. 

[Mushes ouL 

Fenton. 

That's a lover ! 'Tis comforting to see 

One's self reflected thus. Well, no man loves, 

Unless he now and then ride wild like this, 

And mouth it with a fierce extravagance. 

Fve done as much myself, and thus pronounce 

His pardon. [Mcit 
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SCENE n. 

Juliet (reading a Utter). 

^^They*U tell thee lam dead;^^ they have told me, 

And I so lacking faith in good believed : 

" They^ll tell thee I am dead ;^ I'm blind with tears: 

^^ They aimed my life^ (lays the letter dotvn) and failed, that 

is enough. 
More, more than I deserved. (Rises). He lives I He lives ! 
Some passing angel dropp'd this diamond in 
The gaping fissure of my heart and made 
Its ghastly blackness beautiful with light. 
I thought him dead — ^my father told me so. 
Better him dead, than he should know me false. 
Better a load of anguish heaped on me. 
And innocent, than be the mark for him 
To finger at, though I were diadem'd 
With seeming happiness. Oh ! there are tears 
Which scorch the heart, hot deluges of tears. 
Which self-contempt weeps o'er the shattered fane 
Of our strayed goodnesses. My father — (Drops the letter.) 

Vermont. 
Alone, dear Juliet. 

Juliet. 
No— not alone. 
For I have sovereign company. 

Vermont. 
Thou ! Where ? 

Juliet. 
Cabineted, father, cabineted, 
Hid like a star in noon-day's glare. 
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Vbbmont (picks up Utter). 
This letter ? 

JuuET {snatching it). 
Sir, is mine; a gentle dove, 
A dry spot found upon my bleeding heart, 
And rested there. {Aside) They must not know he lives. 

Vermont. 
My child! 

Juliet. 
My brain, dear father, oh ! my bram, 
There's discord in't. Yes, I have company, 
Have open thrown the chambers of my soul, 
And hung them with the golden drapery 
Of pleasant memories. 

Vermont. 

What meanest thou ? 

Juliet. 
Am I so deep ? Thou hast a cunning brain. 

Hast sounded hearts, and read men's hidden thoughts, 

As they'd been books, and yet a maiden puzzles thee. 

Vermont. 
A woman's heart hath puzzled wiser men. 

Juliet. 
Then wiser men were fools to puzzle o'er 

A riddle easy read. I have a guest. 

Nor you — ^nor he can tear from me ; — ^mine own — 

Mine own peculiar guest ; who takes my hand 

And leads me down the dance, while I do look 

A scornful beauty on men's wonderings. 

When I am wed ; when I do walk abroad ; 

When I am dying, like a songless bird 

Within a golden dungeon ; then will he 

Be nighest me ; he'll only vanish when 

My hungry soul shall leap to DeatL 
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Vermont. 
Art mad? 

Juliet. 
My words are wand'ring minstrels striking on 

A broken lyre. (Passionately) Mad ! Heaven make me so, 

And I am seraphim'd, launched right away 

To bomidless space, not islanded with thought. 

Mad ! How made mad ? Ask great enthroned gods ; 

Ask this round earth that panteth in the skies ; 

Ask her seared heart scorched with a thousand fires ; 

Ask thou thyself; and all will trumpet back — 

Her Father ! Sir, this wedding must not be ; 

To be his wife m name and not m heart, 

Makes me a thing so doubly horrible. 

That honest tongues would shame to syllable. 

Vermont. 
But he is dead. 

Juliet. 
Yes ! aye— yes, he's dead. 
(Aside) FU lure him from the track, as wild birds do 
The yelping spaniels from their nests. Yes, dead. 

Vermont. 
Thou wilt forget him, dead. 

Juliet. 
Forget him ! 
You know not what you ask. 

Vermont. 

A week amid 
The brilliant scenes of Court will drive away 
The sickness of your heart. 

Juliet. 

Will it? A week I 
Little span of time to cure the heart-ache. 
The brilliant scenes of Court ! Oh ! State, State I 
Thou jewelled canker ! thou who lead'st awry 
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So many women's brains ! who eat'st away 
From out their healthy soul that harmony 
With all created things, which men name " good ! '* 
I'll come unto thy gates so garlanded 
With smiles, so flower-deck'd ; with heart so split 
With griefs, so desperate in wicked thoughts. 
That thou shalt empress me, and* hail me gaudiest 
Of maskers in thy painted carnival. 

Vermont. 
I understand not this. 

Juliet. 
And how should'st thou ? 

Vermont. 
Thou ow'st me duty, Juliet. 

Juliet. 
I do, 
And will pay it. " Duty." (Aside) I question it. 
I've heard you scoflF at woman's weaknesses. 
In trifles she is weak ; in greatnesses ^ 
Is stronger far than you high boasting men. 
m prove it so. I coidd not kill a worm ; 
But I can die. I cotdd not know thy finger ached 
With tearless eye ; but I can gaze upon 
The form of grim despair, and feel the tooth 
Of quick decay gnaw at my heart — and smile. 
Can ! Will ! Can cope with grief and conquer it. 
Can crush my own young hopes — will crush those hopes — 
And these to save my father's life, while he 
Stands by and witnesseth : {pause) can — mil do it. 
That, sir, is woman's weakness ! [Exit. 

Vermont {solus). 
The webs I wove with such exulting skill. 
Are twining round my soul with threads of steel. 
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There is a blood red spider, red with blood, 

Its giddy circles weaving round my brain. 

There is a burning weight upon my breast ! 

A scimitar of fire flames through my heart ! 

Thought cries for peace — ^it never comes ! 

My plans o'erthrown ; my daughter's joys destroyed ; 

I dare not think ! Where ! *where those lullabies 

Which conscience sung all thro' the chambers of my mind. 

More sweet than Christian hymn. Lost ! Lost ! Poor worm, 

Thou'st wound thyself into a trap of lime, 

Now struggle, writhe ! The heat consumeth thee. 

And those soft eyes, so like the gentle ones 

That haunted my young life, frown hate on me ; 

They are, those eyes, — what ? Hot and tropic suns — 

The unlashed eyes of Heaven — 

Their fury pouring on my naked brain 1 

Spare me ! Spare me ! ( Throws himself down^ 

Enter Vemey and Q-amwell. 

Vbrney. 

A self-slayer, GamwelL Thy dagger's point 

Is blunt to that. Master Vermont ? {Touches him.) 

Vermont {springing up). 

Thou ! {Gatching Vemey.) 

Vbrney. 
Old man, he's dead. 

Vermont {staggers lack). 
Dead ! 

Vernby. 
Dead. Give him assurance oft. 

Gamwell {holding vp his dagger). 
News from his heart. 
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Vbbmont (taking the dagger). 
Blood ! his blood I the fother's, then the son's ! 

When you and I stand 'fore the Judgment Seat, 

And this red blade is held betwixt us two, 

What then? What then ? 

Vbrney. 
I never thought. 

Vermont. 

I have. 
( With forced composure and trying to smile.) 
Death with you and me is not a plaything. 

Vernby. 
What comes, must come ; and there's the end of it. 

Vermont (wildly). 
End ! End ! there is no end — Eternity ! [Bushes ofd. 

Verney. 
Quite dead. Thou'rt sure of it ? 

Gamwell. 
I never fail 

Vbrney. 
Now fwr the wedding. Thoult be there ? 

Gamwell (significantly). 
I will. [JBxeunt. 

Miter Wilderpate, Tremwell, and Anthony. 

Tremwell. 
The guests are bid ? 

Anthony. 
Aye^ and will come. 

Tremwell. 
H0W5 sirrah ! 

Anthony. 
Some on horseback, some on foot; some on four legs, 

some on two. 

Tremwell. 

Doubtless. But how knowest thou they will come ? 
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Anthony. 
When do men and women folk refuse an invitation to a 
marriage feast, where they may satisfy their appetites, grati- 
fy their curiosities, and disgorge their spleen ; and were they 
may now and then indulge in a modicum of scandal ; and 
where fine dresses set ofiT bad shapes, and foul faces are 
bespattered with paint to rival fair ones ? 

Tremwell. 
Go to, thou art a cynic. 

Anthony. 
I had it from my mother. 

WiLDBRPATE. 

Your mother must have been a vastly interesting woman. 
Thou art a miserable old Diogenes ! 

Anthony. 
As you say so. Master Wilderpate, I am bound to believe 
you, your having been to college, — and who dare contradict 
your College Cap ? — but had any one of less degree told me 
so, I had simply told him — he lied. 

Trbmwell. 
Your tongue, sirrah, is like a wild colt. 

Anthony. 
Pray the gods it kick not my teeth out ! 

Tremwell. 
Rein it, or it will run away with you, and pitch you out 
of service into the stocks. See all served and properly. iMcit. 

Anthony. 
Stocks, quotha ! 

Wilderpate. 
What said the lovely Margaret ? 

Anthony. 
Said — she said, that is, she said, what she did sj^y. 

Wilderpate. 
Doubtless. And that was ? 
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Anthony. 
That serving men had bad memories. And I agreed 
with her. 

WiLDERPATE. 

So do L Here's to help it. (Q-ives m^mey.) 

Anthony. 

Most insinuating. 

WiLDERPATE. 

What said the Lady Margaret ? 

Anthony. 

She told me, did I come again upon so foolish an errand 
— ^I pray you pardon me — from so foolish a man, — I beseech 
you bear with me — ^with so foolish a gift, — ^I beg you will 
not visit on me her sins, nor load me with the punishment 
due to her for her iniquity of bad taste — that she would 
have me pulled through the fish pond : and moreover, she 
bade me, which shewed the shrewdness of her intellect, keep 
the ring for the trouble my legs had been put to in carry- 
ing it. 

WiLDERPATE. 

And therefore hath she purchased thy good word : for the 
good word of a serving man is put up to the highest bidder. 

Anthony (going). 
And knocked down to the greatest fool. (Aside) A Ro- 
land for an Oliver. [Exit. 

WiLDERPATE. 

Now, by my sword, I pity these poor folk. 

Their want of taste is far bevond belief. 

I lose myself: I'll back again to Court. 

Drawn hither by the bruited charms of Juliet, 

I did descend to simple Margaret, 

Who blinded with strong light, closed eyes and gave 

Herself to one — a country gentleman ! 

Oh, villainy of taste ! Extravaglant ! 

Ill to Court— ril to Court. lUxit. 
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SCENE m. 

Enter Juliet dressed for the Wedding'; flowers in her hand. 

Juliet. 

Alone ! once more alone with dreadful thonglits ; 

Oh ! would I were beneath the violets. 

{Looks at flowers) Thou pretty one, thy blue eyes gaze on me, 

Oh I grow into my soul, and leave behind 

Thy perfumed peace ! 

{Starts up) He will be here. I must see him, and then ? 

Who now shall save me from despair ? Who ? God ! 

Who said God ? I will speak to Him, There is none else — 

I hear a step — ^'Tis Marston ! Now come death ! 

Ope Earth and swallow me. 

{Sits down andpuXls thefl(ywers to pieces.) 

Mabston {after gazing at her for some time^ sits by her side 

and takes her hand.) 
Thou art a lily robed. 

Juliet. 
The worm about my heart 

Marston. 
This dress becomes thee, Juliet. 

Juliet. 

Does it? 

A winding sheet would more become my thoughts. 

{Points to the torn flower) There is my history, read it, it is 

well writ. 

They said that you were dead, and I believed. 

And did consent to wed this fearful man 

Upon the hearing it. I cared not then 

What use they made of this poor cabinet. 
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Marston. 
Do living hearts so soon forget the dead ? 

JULIBT. 

Forget ! 

Marbton. 
You did forget : or sinn'd you worse, 
And with a memory of pleasant thoughts 
Let infidelity cre^ in, as did 
The &&rpeDt in Eve's paradise ? 
Bememb'rest thou that stainless altar where 
Thou offer'dst up the measure of thy love, 
While Virtue and her sister Lanocence, 
Two happy priestesses, droppM holy tears 
Upon the flame, from whence an incense rose 
Making the wealthy firmament more rich ? 
Rash girl, upon that shatterM altar stands 
That murderer of excellent good thoughts 
Not based on stedfastness ; that ruined devil, who 
With tortures, jealousies, hot fears and doubts 
Hath 'ere now shook this world's foundation with 
The fearful earthquake of a guilty smile. 

Juliet (aside). 
Heart ! Heart ! Marston, Edward, I am — 

Marston. 



False! 



True! 



Juliet (passionately). 



Marston. 
Then why this dress ? 
Nay, answer not, this pallid orange bud 
Speaks all the thunder of a lie I Hear me ! 
From its first day my life hath been 'mid storms, 
BatUes, sieges. The fierceness of war 
Were grafted on the spring of my fresh youth ; 
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They bore a fruit proportionate. There was 

A stranger in my father's house, but there 

His child to tenderness sooth'd down 

The rash resolves my eager fancy birth' d. 

Till then, but wanton fire had warm'd my heart, 

Nor yet the sweet fruition of a perfect love 

Had tamed the guilty passion of desire. 

With all the faith that honor gave to me, 

Brim full of fresh, young joy, I hurl'd the past 

Into some greedy gap of time, and lov'd, 

I need not say how much, I simply lov'd. 

Then came betwixt my future and my past 

A new born Thought 

Then young Ambition mounted madly up, 

Like to a Condor, Alexander high ; 

I felt a god ; I felt from my old self. 

That I could raise a bright and glorious thing, 

A new-born man, a phoenix from its ash. 

The lightning came — thy lie. Where am I now? 

Was't well to make so poor a fool of me ? 

To throw thy heart to me as 'twere a toy. 

And when 'twas clasp'd in mine to call it back. 

Was it well ? 

Juliet {weeping). 
Oh ! how hearts are bruised by words. 

You strong men lance the hearts of those you slave. 

And hot upon the coursers of your wills, 

Ride off, nor heed the voice which trembles out 

Amid the blasts and whirlwinds of your rage. 

You think me false ; leave and then forget me ; 

'Tis easy done, if faith in me's so weak. 

Thrust me forth from out thy memory ; 

As is some lost and starving bird put forth 

From out the stranger nest its unfledged innocence 

Had dropt into. 
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Marston. 
I hear thee, Juliet. 

Juliet. 
Thou wilt forget me ; or if memory 

Should call me back, let me be like unto 

A dimmer moon set round with wat'ry clouds: 

Or if 'twill make thee happier, draw me 

As wicked, bad, as one who loving, was most false; 

Who false, fell cankered to an early grave, 

With good men's hopes that she might be forgiven. 

I do request that thou wilt wed. Thou wilt ? 

Fd say much more, but — but — ^farewell ! 

Marston {much agitated). 
Thou'rt calm. 

Juliet. 

Calm ! Calm ! Could'st look into my heart, 

Thou'dst see two fierce and battling combatants^ — 

The wild impetuous rush — ^the dark grim war 

'Twixt duty, love, like tempest madden'd waves. 

Each wrath for mastery. Thou'dst feel as I now feel. 

There's something yet more terrible than death. 

The curse of hopeless life. Calm ! Cahn ! 

Marston. 
Poor life-lost one, I do believe thee true. 

Juliet. 

Now can I die. 

Marston. 
There is some mystery : then trust in me ; 
Trust in mine honor, truth 

Juliet. 
I do! I do! 

Marston. 
To die for thee were richest joy. 

I do command thee, place thy trust in me. 

8 



114 LOVE AND LOYALTY. [act v. 

I have the right, such right as manhood hath, 

To guard and guide unshelter'd innocence. 

Didst thou not say that thou didst love ? 

And such as thou throw'st not that hallow'd word 

Lito the ear of Time, to be borne down 

The waste of years. Then trust me ! On my knee- 



{Kneek.) 

Juliet. 
Thou here ! Thou ! 

Thou the god my soul deem'd perfectest I Thou ! 

Thus blemishing the unstained whiteness of 

My dear honour, which should be sacreder 

To thee than thine own life. 

Marston. 
And so it is. 

Juliet. 
My hand in thine ! 

What ! Knowest not another calls for me ? 

Know'st not I am a happy bride ? The Queen 

Of Beauty garlanded with loving eyes ? 

The guests are bid and I must welcome them : 

The altar's deck'd and I must sacrifice. 

I hear the village bells, hark ! stop, stop them. 

For music from a church top should not be. 

Upon thy life away. If thou'rt a gentleman. 

And not a devil feeding on my grief, 

Thou'lt go, nor stand there like a basilisk, 

Concreting up the currents of my blood. 

And making me to my own self a mockery, 

Ooe red, fierce, blush of shame ! 

Marston. 
Juliet ! Juliet ! 

Juliet. 

Hear me ! Hear me ! then hurl me from thy heart. 

I must marry him ; yea, will marry him ; 
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My life a curse, my being one long lie ; 

For (falling at Marston^s feet) I do worship thee. 

Marston. 
Mine ! Mine ! for ever — ever mine ! 

Juliet (fiercely). 
IS thou dost think I will dishonour him, 
Will soil my woman's name, thou'rt doubly wrong. 
There is a secret, yes ! none listening ; 
I will confide in thee, bend down thine ear. 
Art sure we're safe ? The whisper must not float 
Upon the merest pinion of the wind. 
My father hath — ^I will confide in thee— 
My father hath conspir'd against the State. 
Thou knowest that ; and thou with gentle means 
Art working now to save my father's life 
And kill this plot. I would it ended here, 
F9r telling more, I cast a lasting blot 
Upon my father's honor. Canst guess it ? 
Lord Vemey 

Marston. 
The rest is easy read. 
Behind yon' copse there stands my own good horse, 
A better never served a soldier in his need. 
Oh ! fly with me, for there are other lands 
As Britain's fair — ^more fair when holding thee. 
For homes are in the heart. Then leave behind 
This wretched maze of plot, and fear, and sin, ' 
And find within the rich and fenced fields 
Of truth and love, a newer, better life. 
Obey this wild, imperious wrong, set up 
By falsest arguments ; obey this lie ; 
Obey this miscall'd duty : then art thou 
A pander to a crime, a damning crime, 
Will hurl thy father's after soul to misery. 
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I know a spot, with love, a Paradise. 
Once more well make a garden of the world, 
And find within a host of seeds to people it 
With joys. — Thou'lt come ? 

Juliet {eagerly). 

Yes ! Yes ! {Draws back) I dare n 

Mabstok. 
Thou canst not love him. 

Juliet. 

My father's life. 

Marston. 
Thoult marry him ? 

Juliet. 
To save my fisither's life, I will. 

Marstok. 
No ! no ! thou sweet, yet troubled loveliness. 
But throw one look on me, raise but thine hand, speak 
But my name, and I will rescue thee ! I swear to do it. 

Juliet. 
And my father^s life 

Marstok. 
Is safe. 

Juliet {throws herself into MarstovCs arms). 
Thus — thus, I answer thee ! 

Marston. 
Use all thy wit to put this wedding off, 
My messenger 'ere now hath reached the King. 
At six the wedding's fixed — thou shalt be saved. 
Minutes now are precious more than ages — 
I'll match my horse's legs 'gainst time. I ride 
To meet thy happiness. — They think me dead. 
Confirm them in the thought. Sweet love, one kiss, 
One look — God bless thee, Juliet ! [JS 
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SCENE IV. 

Evening. Hall prepared for the wedding of Juliet. Fenton 

and Margaret 

Mabgaret. 
Yes, she hath altered much, her pleasant smile. 
Which once made daylight glad, hath faded quite. 
She seldom speaks, and then her doleful words 
Are bodied sighs, that ripple o'er her lips 
To break in low, soft music, like the waves 
That strive to speak, then die in murmurings. 
By fits and starts she sings as she was wont ; 
It breaks my heart, dear Ned : all fire she's now, 
And then all gentleness. 

Pbnton. 
Such are the notes 

That tremble from a breaking heart. 

Mabgabet. 

Bring back 

The smile once more on cousin Juliet's lip, 

I'll pay thee with a double store of love. 

Fenton. 
Speaks she of Marston ? 

Mabgabet. 

Never, save in sleep. 
'Tis then alone her brow wears happiness. 
And then alone a colour flits across 
The marble of her cheek. She wakes to weep. 

Fenton. 
Dear Meg, I would not wish a sadder, nor 
A truer strain sung o'er my sister's grave. 
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Died she for love, than thou dost chaunt upon 

The breaking heart of cousin Juliet. 

And yet amid these wrecks of hopes, I have 

Margaret. 

What? 
Fbnton. 
A thought, a dream that something may 

Margaret. 

WeU? 
Fenton. 
Thou wilt be wed to-night. 

Margaret. 
What, on this night 
Of woe and shame ! I'd rather live unwived. 

Fenton. 
To-night thou wilt be wed, and madcap M^ 

Must sober down 

Margaret. 
To madcap Fenton's wife. 

Fenton. 
There's love's indenture on't. But hark ! the guests. 

I must away. 

Margaret. 

Away! 

Fenton. 

Thou'lt be a bride to-night. [Mcit. 

Margaret. 
What can he mean ? Oh ! much I fear that was 

False prophecy I 

Miter Lord Venieyy Master Vermont, leading JvXiet, Master 

WUderpate, Tremwelly Anthony y Mavd, and Wedding Guests. 

Tremwell {reading). 
All are prepared, the papers, documents. 
His daughter's hand doth Master Vermont grace 
With monies, lands, six thousand pounds a year. 
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Juliet {to Vermont). 
Is't writ thy life is safe? 

Trbmwbll. 
To this 

Verney. 
We'll spare the reading, sir, 

Tremwbll. 

Shall it be so ? {Tliey bow.) 

Congratulate the Bride. 

Juliet (aside). 
Congratulate the Bride. 

Verney. 
All happiness, sweet Juliet, and hope ; 
To love and joy, and to a coronet. 
My country wife will make the courtly dames 
Look pale with envy when they gaze on her. 

Juliet. 
Aye, could they look beneath the face into the heart ! 

{To Verney) His life — is't safe? 

Verney. 
It is. Why tremblest thou? 
I pity thee. 

Juliet. 
Then let your pity imitate 
That which the headsman shows, who pities most 
When he most quickly kills. ( To Vermont) There's no escape ? 
None ! none ! I read it in thine eyes — ^in his. 
There's hate beneath that smile, the cold, calm, hatred of 
A human face. Now — ^I am ready, sir. 

Margaret. 
Coz, dearest Coz, be firm, thou'lt wed him not. 

Tis not too late. 

Juliet {cmde). 
Five minutes more. 
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Margaret. 
A moment gained, gains life : make not this world 

A charnel house. 

Juliet. 
Hush ! Meg. (It strikes six.) 

{Aside) Lost I lost ! 

Margaret. 
Thoult marry him. 

Juliet. 

I must. 

( Tenderly) Ah ! Father, thou art offering up thy child. 

I do bethink me of a grey hair'd man 

Who sacrific'd his only child ; and she retired 

With her handmaidens to a desert place, 

And to the sounds of harps and lutes, she watch'd 

The red sun drop behind the purple hills, 

And never saw him more I That man hath been 

A flame of agony burning through aJl time. 

(Passionately) Dost wear a sword? Then in mercy kill me. 

Vermont (pointing to Vemey). 
Look on him! WeU? 

Juliet, 
Is love of life so rich in thee? 
Poor old man. Now am I ready. 

WiLDERPATE. 

She does not love him, and shall wed him not. 
My lord, we were at sword points once : again 
I place myself 'twixt thee and her. We have 
A bout to play may stop this wedding yet. (Draws.) 

Vbrney {calmly). 
It may. 

Vermont. 

Master Wilderpate, you know not 
What you do : for what you mean — my thanks. 

(Offers his hand and then toithdraws it.) 
(Aside) No ! No ! there's blood on it. 
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She^n iBiny hiK—CraB bo ffipabi 
TOl dien my svotdTs a bmier Aat 
'Twixt her and miaerr. 

Juusx. 
I win iBiny Ubl 

TmEXWELL{io Vmmamiy, 
Your ajgnatme. ( Vermami sigmsS) Tov hand is noi loo 

firm. My krd, DOW joiDs ; thank yov. Sveei kdy, youa. 
{Ih Margaret). 

Mabgabsz. 
m hack my hands off e^re m do it ! 

YsRMOKT {ffraspimg Manfarefs arm). 
My blessing, girl, &r that. 

JuUBT {fakes the fo^ ; irfUr alomg famsejOt^KdemrngMm-^ 

tivehfj throws it down and iramfles on it^. 
No ! No ! Lie there dioa torturing instromait ! 
Thoa dead omy^anoer of living crimew 
No ! Father, no ! I will not wreck my peace, 
I will not damn diee by so fool a deed. 
May this hand widier if it trace the words 
Which stamp me liar at die Throne of Graoe! 

Vbbnby* 
Hast thoa no fear ? 

JuuBT. 

No! 
I fear nothing, for I am at a pitch 
When fear, and hope, and grief, and joy. 
Are all alike to me. I can but die ! 
There are a millioln eager ministers, 
Waiting to usher in beyond the stars 
A spirit, sorrow murdered. 

Vbbmont. 
Juliet 
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JULIBT. 

Words cannot govern me ! my thoughts are wild, 

Wild as the wildest storm, they dash me on. 

Wed without love ; wed with loathing, and thou 

The pander to't ! Oh ! father, pardon me. 

Grief's touch'd its climax when it makes thee weep. 

(Aside) What's to be done ? No sinew is so strong 

As that which tethers heart to heart ; no rope 

Of twisted sand so frail, as that which holds 

Dishonour unto hate. I'll not twist it. ( Vemey advances.) 

Away ! nor soil me with thy touch. 

Vbrnby. 
Thy father's life. 

Juliet. 
The Thought that gave alone can take ; 

And girls were bom to be men's mothers, not 

To die for fathers. 

Vbrnby. 
I am prepared for this ; 

Jn yon* court stand fifty men, who wait 

My word to bear thy Father to the block. 

Now, answer me, plain Yes or No? The sun 

With crimson lips is kissing yonder hill ; 

Before his brow is veil'd, thy " Yes " or *' No ? " 

Vermont. 
Hast no dear angel by, to whisper thee, 

She is my child, the child of mine old age? 

Vernby. 
"Yes" or "No?" 

Juliet. 
Stay! Stay! (pauses) Yes! 

Vermont (passionately). 

No; 

Verney. 
No? 
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Vermont. 
I say " No ! " Had I a thousand tongues, 
Back'd by a thousand lives, and losmg each 
I suffer'd all the tortures of the damned, 
I would say " No ! " Up, girl, the fruit shall fall, 
And not the bursting bud. My child ! My child ! 
The seraphims who smile o'er this discarded deed 
Will shelter thee. At thy feet 

Juliet. 
No ! No ! No ! not there — ^not there. 

{To Vemey) Hast no pity now? 

Vbrney. 

Yes or No ? 

Juliet. 
Had I words terrible enough to kill, 
Thou should'st not live to ask me this again. 

Vbrney. 

"Yes" or "No?" 

Juliet. 
Father, this man's beneath contempt. 

Vbrney {beckons^ the soldiers miter). 
Be it so. 

Vermont. 
Now the scaflFold. 

Wildbrpate. 
What means all this ? 

Vermont. 
This; that 

Juliet {placing her hand before her father* s mouth). 

No! No! No! 
Nothing, sir, 'tis nothing — a game, a jest, 
A — {to Vermont) Hush ! 

Vermont. 
It means 
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Juliet (to Vermont). 

Dare not. 

(To Vemey) Take all, lands, wealth, but spare me this old 

man; 
Leave him his child. Oh, would that I could die, 
Would that I could. Spare him ! 

Vbrnby. 

"Yes" or "No?" 



Juliet. 



Yes— 



Vermont. 
No! 

Verney. 
Away with him. 

Juliet. 
Monster ! 

Vbrnby. 
Marston was 

Thy pajragon ! 

Juliet. 
Yes, cruel man, for grief 

Like darkness bath lent me a tongue to say. 
That which in kinder times I could not syllable. 
I do love Edward Marston, and he— — 

Verney. 

Is dead. 

{Marston rushes through the picture.) 

Marston. 
Liar again ! 

Juliet {falls into Marston^ s arms). 
Saved ! Saved ! 

Verney {shrinking back). 
The dead alive ! 

Vermont {springing to Marstmi). 
'Twas not thy blood ? 



■■. .* . « 
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Marston, 
'Twas not my blood. 
Thonght'st thou the Angels slept ? 

Veenby. 
{Dramng his sword and making aftmous pass at Marston), 
If not then — now 

6am WELL (wJu) has just entered^ catches the blade). 
That's false again, Master Verney. 

Vernby. 
Cut-throat! dog! 

Gamwbll. 
Anything you please, Master Verney. Pve been paid. 

Marston. 
Give him his sword : he is beneath my scorn ! 

Verney {pointing to Vermont). 

Not he beneath my vengeance. Seize on him ! 
Vermont, thou art a traitor to the State ; 

And I can hang him, Juliet. (Soldiers advance), 

Marston {to Juliet). 
Fear not, sweet love ; 
The hand that touches him had better be 
By palsy struck. {To Verney). Dishonourable cur ! 
I knew thee, lord ! Stand back I I followed thee 
Through all thy tortuous course. Thou wast aware 
Of this conspiracy I Thy knowledge held 
Above the father's head to win the child. 
Disloyal dog ! thou did'st not tell the King, 
And so became conspirator ! What ! pale ? 
I sought the King — ^mine ancient lands he gave 
Me back again ; and freely rendered me. 
For our dear services, this old man's life. 
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Vbrnby. 
False ! Seize him. The proof? false ! he hath combined 
With him and him to kiU the King. This is a trap. 
On him {Soldiers advance). 

Marston (suddenly shows a parchment). 

Carolus Rex. 

There's parchment, wax against your swords and pikes. 

Sheepskin, thou hast the best of it. 

I could attach thee, lord. Could have thy head ! 

But that it would not weigh a sheepskin down. 
I gave thy cut-throat life, and now take thine. 
But, 'ere thou goest — {matches Veme^fs sword), thus ; dis- 

[honoured, dead 
Li good men's eyes, a recreant knight, unspurr'd, 
Thy name a blot ; a perjured nobleman, {breaks his sword). 
Set seas betwixt us ; torment our sights no more. 

Juliet {to her father.) 

Saved ! saved ! said not I so ? 

Forgive me, love, for I did think that thou 

Hadst quite deserted me. 

Maeston. 
My brave horse crept along. Look up, dear wench, 
Thou hast the right. Let thy sweet daughter be 
Our bond of peace. I'll look upon her face, 
'Twill teach me to forgive : think on her love, 
'Twill teach me to forget. Turn not away, 
Repenting of an ill blots out the sin. {Takes his hand). 

That's weU. 

Come, lawyer, quick, blot Vemey out, and write 
Ned Marston in its place. This time FU swear 
That Juliet signs. 

Juliet. 
And gratefully. 
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Fenton {to Margaret). 
I have thy word. 

Mabgabet. 
And now take me. 

Marston. 
What, partners in the dance ? 

Ebnton 

We'll out-trip thee. 
My Margaret, my little daisey here, 
Shall shew an ankle with thy Juliet. 

Marston. 
And lose, by all the loves that twinkle round 
The edging of the petticoat. 

Margaret. 
With our permission, gentlemen. 

Fenton. 
Rebel ! 

Wilderplate. 
So much for woman's taste. 

Marston. 
Ah ! Master Wilderpate, 
I owe thee thanks ; nay, more, apologies. 

Wilderpate. 

Tush ! Tush ! but, as a recompense, henceforth 

Remember, that a generous heart may beat 

Beneath a velvet coat — that tinsel tricked for Bartlemy 

May have some grains of sterling gold in it. 

I'll visit thee once every year ; and when 

I leave the Court, will leave behind my lace, 

My essences and courtly talk, and be 

One month in every twdve^a man. 
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Marston. 
That's right, 

Multiply by twelve and I will vouch for thee. 

And now to wed ; and then for light-heel'd fhirth 

And joyous revelry : thy lip, dear Juliet. 

( To Vermont) Bleed thy cellar ! The first fiill glass 

I drink the " King !" — the next my " Wipe :" 

For, thanks to Heaven, I have won my " Love," 

And brought no stain upon my " Loyalty ! '* 



THE END. 
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